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Timon, a noble Athenian. Tons, 
Lucius, . . | 
Lucullus, Lords. 
S. emęroni as, , 
Apemantus, a Philoſi opher, : 
Alcibiades. 
Flavius, Steward to Timon. . 525 

| Timon's mae. We . 
Servilius, | 2 8 
Capbis, 
Varro, 
Phils, 
Titus, 
Lucius, 
| e 
' Ventidius, one of Timon's F riends. +5 
Cupid and Makers. 3 
Strangers. Rr” he | 


— 


— 
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Phrynia, 
Timandra, | 11 Mitreies to Alcdindes. : 


Thieves, Senators, Poet, 8 AO and Mer- 
Chant : with Servants and Attendants. - 


Scene, Athens and the Woods not far from it. 
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ge an untirable and continuate goodneſs : | 
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Jt flains the glory in that banp 8 


TIMON or ATHENS. 


* — 
—_ — 9 , * * 


ACT.I SCENE L 
» Athens, | | | 
s | 4 Hall in _ | | 
Enter Hoes, Painter, Feweller, and Merchant at ſeve- 
; 2 id | 
oo f. 


Pain. . | 
Poet. I have not. ſeen long: How goes the 
| world? ot -- 
Pain, It wears, fir, as it grows, | 
Poet. Ay, that's well known: 
But what particular rarity what frange,. * 
Which manifold. record not matches ? See, 


0 as 7 ur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 
25 know them both; the other's a jeweller. 
Mer. O, tis a worthy lard! | 
- Jew: Nay that's moſt fix d. 
Mer. A moſt. incomparable man; breath, as it 
Were. 


„Thave a jewel here, . 
er. Q. pray, let's ſee t: forthe lord Timon, fir? | 
Joe: IF he will n the eflimace : But, for that— 

Feat. When we for recompence have au vile 


del 9 Jings the goed, 
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Mer. Tis a good form. [ Looking on the jewel. 
on And rich: here is a water, look you. 
ain, You are rapt, fir, in ſome work, ſome dedi- 

E cation : 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing ſlipt idly from me. 

Our poeſy is as a gum, which oozes 

From whence tis nouriſhed : The fire i“ the flint 

Shews not, till it be ſtruck ; our gentle flame 

Provokes itſelf, and, like the current, flies 

Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain. A picture, fir. When comes your book forth? 
| Poet, Upon the heels of my preſentment, fir, 

Let's ſee your piece. | 

Pain. *Tis a good piece. 

Peer. So tis: this comes off well and excellent. 
Pein. Indiff ere. 
Poet. Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own ſtanding ? what a mental power 

his eye ſhoots forth ? * big imagination | 

Moves in his lip? to the dumbneſs of the geſture 

One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch ; Is;*t R Od . 
Poet. I'll fay of it, 
It tutors nature: artificial ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, liveher than life. 
Enter certain Senators. 
Pain. How this lord is follow'd '! x 
Poet. The ſenators of Athens ;——Happy men! 
Pain. Look, more ! | 
Poet. You ſee this confluence, this great flood of 
I have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 


% 


With ampleſt entertainment: My free drift : 
Halts not particularly, but moves itſelf _ 

In a wide fea of wax: no levelPd malice 

Infects one comma in the courſe I hold ; - 

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth o 


AI. TIMON OF ATHENS, . 9 


Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain, How ſhall I underſtand you 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. | 
You ſee, how all conditions, how all minds, 

As well of glib and ſlippery creatures, as 

f grave and auſtere quality) tender down 
Their ſervices to lord Timon: his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance - 
All ſorts of hearts; yea, from the glaſs-fac'd flatterer 
Fo Apemantus, that few things loves better 
'Than to abhor himſelf ; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moſt rich in 8 nod. 

Pain. I ſaw them together. 

Poet. Sir, I have Kms Weh and pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd;. The baſe o' the mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the boſom of this ſphere* 

To propagate their ftates : amongſt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this ſovereign lady fix'd, 

One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
Whoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Tranſlates his rivals. 

Pain. *Tis conceiv'd to ſcope. | 8 
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy mount 
To climb his happineſs, would be well expreſs'd 
In our condition. PEGS +. 

Poet. Nay, fir, but hear me on: 
All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value) on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
Rain ſacrificial whiſp'rings in his ear, 
Make ſacred even his ſtirrup, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, What of theſe ? PEP 

Poet, When Fortune, in her ſhiftand change of moad, 
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Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants, 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Pain. Tis common : 
A thouſand moral paintings I can ew, 
That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly.than words. Yet you do well, 
_ To ſhew lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſeen 
'The foot above the head. 
Trumpets found, Enter Timon, addreſſing himſelf cour- 
teouſly to every ſuitor. 
Zim. Impriſon'd is he, ſay ou? [Tha Meſenger. 
Aleſ. Ay my good lord: five talents is his debt; 
His means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtrait: 
Your honourable letter he defires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up 3 which failing him, 
Periods his comfort. 
Zim. Noble Ventidius! Well; 
J am not of that feather, to ſhake off 
My friend when he muſt need me. I do know him 
A gentleman; that well deſerves a help, 
Which he ſhall have: I'll pay the debt, and free him. 
Mei. Your lordſhip ever binds him. 
Zim. Commend me to him: I will ſend his ranſom, 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me ;— 
Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to ſup == him after, —Fare yaa well. 
Me. Afi happineſs to your honour ! Exit. 
| Enter an old Athenian. | 
Ol Ath. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 
Tim. Freely, good father. 
Old Ath. Thon haſt a ſervant nam'd Lacitios. 
7im. I have ſo: What of him ? 
Old 4th. Moſt noble Timon, call the man before 
| thee. | 
Tim. Attends he dere, or no Lacilius ! 
Enter Lucilius. 


Luc. Here, at your lordſhip's ſervice. 
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Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, is thy 
creature, 
By night frequents my houſe. I ama mann 
1 hat from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift ; 
And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais'd 


Than one which holds a trencher. 
Tim. Well; w er? 
A 3 Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 


On whom I may confer hat I have got: 
The maid is fair, o“ the youngeſt for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt, 
In qualities of the bet: This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pr'ythee, noble lord, 
Join with me forbid him her reſort ; 

yſelf have ſpoke in vain. - 

7im. The man is honeſt,  _ 

014 Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon : 

His honeſty rewards him in itſelf, 
It muſt not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does ſhe love ham? 

Old Ath. She is young and apt: 

Our own precedent paſſions do inſtruct us | 
What levity is in youth. 
Nm. [ 76 Lucil.] Love you the maid? 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and the accepts of it. 
Ola 4th. If in her marriage my conſent be miſũng, 
I call the gods to witneſs, I will chooſe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 

And diſpoſſeſs her all. 

7im. How ſhall ſhe be endow'd 
If ſhe be mated with an equal huſband? 

Old Ath. Three talents, on the preſent; in future all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ſerv'd me long; 
To build his fortune, I will ſtrain a little, 

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
What you beſtow, in him Dll 3 
And make him weigh with her. | 
Old Ath. Moſt noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his. 
Tim. My hand en mine honour on ny Pome 
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1 br I thank your lordſhip : Never may 
That flate or fortune fall-into my keeping, 


| Whach 3 is not ow*d to you! | 
T[Exe. Lucil. and Old 4th. 

Poe. Vouchſafe my labour, and los g live your lord- 

5 ſhip! 

Tim. I thank you; you ſhalFleas from me modi | 
Go not away.—What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting Mic I do beſetc h 
Your lordſhip to accept. 18 I i 

Zim. Painting is welcome. 28 2 
The painting is almoſt the natofil wail; SPI nts 
or hook diſhonour Thebes with ers . . 

e is but outſide: T 'd figure are 
Even ſuch as they give I like your work: 2 
And you ſhall fi 2 I like it: e * 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preſerve you! ' 

Im. Well fare you, gentleman: Give eee 
We muſt needs dine together.— Sir, e 0 8 
HFHath ſuffer'd under praiſe, | 

Jew. What, my lord? diſpraiſe? | , 

Zim. A mere ſatiety of commendations. 

If I ſhould pay you for 't, as tis N : 

It would unclew me quite. 

Few. My lord, tis rated 

As thoſe, which ſell, would give: But you well know, 
Things of Iike value, differing in the owners, 

Are prized by their maſters: believe i it, dear lord, 
Vou mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

Zim. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord; he (peaks the common 

tongue, 
Which all men ſpeak with him. 
Ti. Look, who comes here. Will you be chid? 
Enter Apemantus. 

Jew. We will bear with your lordſhip. 

Mer. He'll ſpare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus! 
1 Till I be gentle, ſtay 0 r thy - morrow; 
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FÞ, 


When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe knaves tioneft. 


7im. Why doſt thou call them knaves? w'ſt 
them not. * 

Apem. Are they not Athenians? 

Zim. Yes. | 


Apem. Then I repent not. 


Few. You know me, Apemantus. | 
 Apem. Thou know'ft, I do; I call'd thee by thy name. 
7im. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 
Alem. Of nothing ſo — as that I am not lil e 
Timon. 383 7 
8 | * 
| 7 * 22 785 eke Era ; i | 
im. 5 85 or. 8 
0 1 8 * . deatk þ 
Ao * beſt fore * ; 
rought he not p 
Apem. He wrought better thawns 
and yet he's but a filthy piece N 
Poet. You are a dog. 
Apem. Ty —— s of my generation; What's me, 
if | 4 a do | 
Wie thou dine with me, an ? 
io, eat not lords. 
710. An thou ſhould'ft, thou'dſt anger ladies. 
Apem.O, they eat lords; ſotheycome by great bellies. 
Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Apem. So thou apprehend'ſt it: Take it forthylabour. 
Jim. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which will net 
colt a man a doit. 
7im. What doſt thou think tis worth? 
Apem. Not worth my thinking. How now, poet? 
Poet. How now, plulolopher? | 
Apem. Thou lieſt. * 
Poet. Art not one? 
Aßem. Yes. 
Poet. Then I he not. 


Adem. Art not a poet! 
Vol. VII. 
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ids 
12 0 oo thou lieſt: look i ek, 
ou lieſt: look in thy laſt where 
ha 22 d him a worth AL 
vet. That s not feign'd, he is ſo. 
ai Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labour : He, that loves to be flatter'd, i is worthy 
O the flatterer.. Heavens, that I were a lord! 
Ii. What would'ſt do then, Apemantus ? 
Azem. Even as 9 does hows hate a lord 
with my heart. | 
5 m, What at, thy 


WL | w- rape POP. 
neee. Enter « Meſſenger. 

Tim. What wet's that? 

Mef. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty horſe, 
All of companionſhip. 

Tim. Pray, entertainthem; give them guide to us. 
You muſt needs dine with me :—Go not youghence, 
»Till 1 have thank'd you; and, when Maner 's done, 
Shew me this piece.— I am joyful of your ſights.— 

Enter Alcibiades, with the reſt. 
Moſt welcome, fir ! 

Atem. So, ſo; there !ſ———— 
Acheggontract and ſtarye-your ſupple joints !— 

That there ſhould be ſmall love mougſt theſe ſweet 
knaves, 

And all this courteſy ! The Roſs of man's bred out 

Into baboon and monkey. 

Alc. Sir, you have ſav'd my longing, and I feed 
Moſt hungrily on your _ 

Zim. Right welcome, 

Ere we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 


In different pleaſures. Pray you, let us in. 
[ Exeunt all but Apemantus. 


3 
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ths. 
| Enter two 1 | 

1 Lord. What time a day is't, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Time to be honeſt. 

1 Lord. That time ſerves ſtill. 

Apem, The, moſt accurſed thou, that till omit'ſt it. 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's feaſt ? 

Apem. Ay; to ſee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. 

2 Lord. Fang fd ee well, fare thee well. 

Adem. Thoths art a fool, to bid me farewell twice, 

7 Lord. Why, Apemantus ? : 

Should'ſt have kept one tothyſelf, for Imean 
to 2 thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyſelf. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make 
thy requeſts to thy friend. 

: 2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll ſpurn thee 
ence. 

Abem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the aſs. 

3 Lord, He's oppoſite to humanity, Come, ſhall 

we in, 
And taſte lord Timon' g bounty ? he out-goes 
The very heart of kindneſs. 

2 Lord, He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold, 
Ts but his ſteward: no meed, but he repays - 
Sevenfold above itſelf; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a return ee 
All uſe of quittance. 
1 Lord, The nobleſt mind he ities, 
That ever th ret man. | 
2 Lord, may he live in fortunes! Shall we in? 
1 Lord. on eep you company. [ Exeunt. 


S C.E N E II. 


by rag Apartment in Timon's Houſe. 
Hautboys playing loud muſic. . 4 great banquet ſerv'd in: 
and then enter Timon, e, Lucius, Lucullus, 

Sempronius, and other Athenian Senators, with Ven- 


tidius. Then comes, drepping after all, Apemantas 
diſcontentedly, like himſelf. e of 4 


Ven, Moſt honour'd Timon, it hath pleas'd the gods 
to remember 


' 
| 
| 
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1 * | 
My father's age, and call him to long peace, 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich: 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 


Io your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 


Doubled, with thanks, and ſervice, from whoſe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 
Zim. O, by no means, 
Honeſt Ventidius: you miſtake. my 1 
I gave it freely over ; and there's hed. 
Can truly ſay, he gives, if he receives: 
If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them: Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble ſpirit. 
[They all tand ceremoniouſly looking on Timon. 
7im. Nay, my lords, ceremony _ 
Was but devis'd-at firſt n 
To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere 'tis ſhewn ; 
But where there is true friendſhip,/ there needs none. 
Pray, fit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than the ẽ mg 4 we irs; [They fit. 
1 Lord. My lord, we always have-confeſt it. | 
3 it? hang'd at, have you not ? 
Tim. O, A tus you are welcome. 
Apem. No; yon ſhall not make me welcome: 
I come to have thee thruſt me aut of doors. b 
Zim. * thou art a churl; you have got a humour 
there Le @ 
Does not become a man, *tis much to blame 
They ſay my lords, ira furor brevis eſt, 
But yonder man is ever angty.— 
Go, let him have a table by himſelf; 


Fof he dces neither affect company, 


Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 7 

Atem. Let me ſtay at thine own peril, Timon; 
] come to obſerve; I give "thee warning on't. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athenian, 
Therefore welcome.: I myſelf would have no power: 
I pr'ythee, let my meat make thee ſilent. - 

Apem. 1 oo thy meat; *twould choak me, for 1 

ſhoul | 
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Ne'er flatter thee.— O you gods! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he ſees them not! -—- 
It grieves me, to ſee ſo many dip their meat: 
In « ne man's blood: and all the madneſs is, 
He cheers them up too. | 
I wonder, men dare truſt themſelves with men: 
Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives ;: - 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 
Sits next him. now, parts bread with him, pledges - 
The breath of him in a divided.draught, 
Is the readieſt man to kill him: it has been prov'd, 
If I were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink at meals; 
Leſt they ſhould ſpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes: 
Great men. ſhould drink with 33 on their throats. 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round. 
2. Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way! ps 
A brave fellow! he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
'I'hoſe healths will make thee, and thy ſtate, look ill. 
Here's that, which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which ne'er left man i“ the mire: 
This, and my food, are equals: there's no odds. 
Eeaſts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 


AvzManTus's Gract. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pelf ;- 
8.2 for no man but myſelf : 5 

ant 1 may newer e /o fond, 
Td tra man on phe Pf Bond 
Or a harlet, for ber weeping 3 
Or a dog, that ſeems a ſleeping ; 
Or a keeper with my freedom 5 
Or my friends, if I ſhould need em-. 
Amen. So fall tot:: 
Rich men fin, and I eat root. | ; 
# - ey | £ [ Eats and drinks: 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus* 2 

B 2 ] 
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Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field 

nov. 2 | | | * 75 "I 
Alc, My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord. 
Tin. You had rather be at a breakfaſt of enemies, 


than a dinner of friends. 


Alc. So they were bleeding new, my lord there's 


no meat like em; I could wiſh my beſt friend at ſuch 


a feaſt, « „ 
Apem. Would all thoſe flatterers were thine enemies 
then; that thou might'ſt kill em; and bid me to em. 
1 Lord. Might we but have that happineſs, my lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 
expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think our- 
ſelves for ever perfect. 4 | 
Zim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 


, themſelves have provided that I ſhould have much 


help from you: How had you been my friends elſe ? 
why have you that charitable title ſtom thouſands 
did not you chiefly belong to my heart? I have told 
more of you to myſelf, than you can with modeſty 
ſpeak in your behalf; and thus far I confirm der O, 
you gods, think I, what need we have any friends, if 
we ſhould never have need of them? they were the 
moſt needleſs creatures living, ſhould we ne*er have 
uſe for them: and would moſt reſemble ſweet inſtru- 
ments hung up in eaſes, that keep their ſounds to them- 
ſelves. Why, I have often. wiſth'd myſelf poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do 
benefits: and what better or properer can we call our 
own, than the riches of our friends? O, what a pre- 
cious comfort 'tis, to have ſo many, like brothers, 
commanding one another's fortunes! O joy, e'en made 
away ere it can be born! Mine eyes cannot hold water, 
methinks : to forget their faults, I drink to yau. 
Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon. 
2 Lord, Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And at that inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 
Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtard. 
3 Lord. I promiſe you, my lord, you mov d me much. 
Apem. Much! a - P mn 
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* 11+ Sound Tucet. * 
Im. What means that trump ?—How-now ? 
Enter a Servant, | © 
Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
moſt defirous of admittance. 

Zim. Ladies? what are their wills? 
Serv. There comes with them a ſore-runner, m 
lord, which bears that office, to ſignify their pleaſures. 

Im. I pray, let them be admitted. 
18 e Enter Cupid. | 
Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon;—and to all, 
That of his bounttes taſte— The five bet ſenſes 
Acknowledge thee their patron; and come freelß 
To gratulate thy plenteous boſom: | 
The ear, taſte, touch, ſmell, pleas*d from thy table riſe; 
They only now come but to-feaft thine eyes. 
Tin. They are welcome all; let em have kind 
admittance: | 
Muſic, "make their lem. [Exit Cupid. 
i Lord. You ſeeany lord, how ample you are belov'd. 

Mufic, Re-enter Cupid, with a maſque of Ladies as Ama- 
20s, with lutes in "their hands, dancing and playing. 
Apem. Heydayl whataſweepof vanity comes thisway! 

They dance! they are mad women. * 

Like madneſs is the glory of this life, | 

As this pomp ſhews to a little oil, and root. * 

We make ourſelves fools, to diſport ourſelves; 

And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 

Upon whoſe age we void it up again, 

With poiſonous ſpite, and enyy, Who lives, that's not 

Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears | 

Not one ſpurn to the graves of their friends” gift? 

I ſhould fear, thoſe that dau before me now., 

Would one day ſtamp upon me? It has been done; 

Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting ſun. 

The Lords riſe from table, auitb much adoring of Jinn ; 
and to ſhew-therr lou, each fingles out an Amazon, 
und all dance, men with women ; 1a bofty ſtrain or 
two to the hautboys, and ceaſe, ex a "4 
Tim. 1 Mve done our pleaſures much grace fair 

ies, 1 
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Set a fair faſhion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half fo beautiful and kind; 
You have added worth unto 't, and lively luſtre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device; 


I am to thank you for it. 


I 1 My lord, you take us even at the beſt 
* for the worſt i ws filthy; and would not 
| ſy = 
Taking, I doubt me. — * 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle batkquer attends you, 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe yourſelves. 
All Lad. Moſt e, my lord. [Exeunt. 
Flav. 7 805 d. * 1 2 "Ty 
Tim. The little ee ring me hit 
Flav. Yes, my led More jewels yet! 
There is no croſſing him in his humour; * 11 
Elſe I ſhould tell him, — Well, —i' faith, I ſhould 
When all's ſpent, he'd he croſs*ſhen, an he could. 


'Tis pity, bounty had not ey y * 

That man * ne er be ee his mind. 

| Exil, "and returns with the caſtet. 
I Lord. Whe ur men ? i 


Serv, Here, my lord, in readineſs. 
2 Lord. Our horſes, 


Tin. O my friends, I have one word 


To ſay to you :—Look you, my good lord, I muſt 

Intreat you, honour me ſo much, as to 

Advance this jewel; accept, and wear it, kind my lord: 
1 Lord. I am ſo far already 1 in your 9 


All. So are we all. 
Baller « Serwant. 


Ser. My lord, there au certain nobles of the ſenate 
Newly alighted, and me to viſit you, 

Tim. They are fairly welcome., 

Flaw. I beſeech your honour, 
Vouchſafe me a word; it doth concern you near. 

Tim. Near? wh then another time III hear ol . 
I pr'ythee, let us provided © 
To ſhew them * 


* ” 
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Flav. [ Afide.} I ſcarce know how. 
Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. May it pleaſe your honour, lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath preſented to you 
Four milk-white horſes, trapt in filver. _ 

Tim. I ſhall accept them fairly : let-the oreſotti | 
Be worthily entertain'd. —How now? what news? 

Enter a third Servant. 

3 Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, that honourable gen- 
tleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-mor- 
row to hunt with him; and has ſent your honour two 
brace of greyhounds, 

Tim. I'll hunt with him; and let them be receiv'd, 
Not without fair reward. | 

Tlav. [ Afice:] Whatwill this come to? 

He comands us to provide, and give great viſts, 
And all out of an empty coffer.— 

Nor will he know his-purſe; or yield me this, 
To ſnew him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes goed : 
His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, N 
That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, he owes 
For every word; he is ſo kind, that he now 
Pays intereſt for't ; ; his lands put to their books. 
Well, would Twere'gently- put ont of office, . 
Before I were forc'd out! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed; 

Than ſuch that do even enemies execed. 


I bleed inwardly for my lor. Exit. 
Zim. You do yourſelves much wrong, you bate too 
much 


Ofyour own merits:— Here, my lord a triſſe of our love, 
2 Lord. With more than common thanks I Will re- 
ceive it. 
3 Lord. O, he is the very ſoul of bounty! 
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gare 
Good words the other day of a bay courſer 
I rode on: it is yours, becauſe you lik'd it. 
7 2 05 beſeech you, parton me, my lord, 
n chat. 


— — — — — _ 
- — — 
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Tim. vou may take my word, my lord; I know 
no man 
Can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affect”: / 


l weigh my friend's affection with mine own; 


I tell you true, I'll call on you, 
Alt Lords,,,O, non? fo welcome. 
Tim. I take all and your ſeveral viſitations 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary.—Aleibiades, 
Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 
It comes in charity to thee: for all thy living 
Is mongſt the dead; and all the lands mou * 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 
Alc. In defiled land, my lord. 
1 Lord. We are ſo virtuouſly bound, — 
Zim. And ſo am I to ou. | 
2 Lord. So infinite endear'd;—. | 5 
Tim. All to you, —Lights ! more lights. 
1 Lord. Tus beſt of happine(s,). 
Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon!— 
Tim. Ready for his friends. 
_- [Exeunt Alcibiades, Tord, Cc. 
Apem. What a coil's here! 
Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums! . 
I doubt, whether their legs e worth the ſums 
That are given for em. Friendſhips full of dregs : 
Methinks, falſe hearts ſhould never have { 7 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'fies. . 
Zim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not fullen, 


_ 1 wouldbe good to thee. 


Apem. No, I'll nothing: for, 
If I ſhould be brib'd too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee; and then thou woald'ſt fin the faſter. 
Thou giv'ſt ſo long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyſelf in paper ſhortly: 
What need theſe feaſts, pgmps, and vain-glories ? 
Im. Nay, 4 
If you begin to rail once on ſociety, 
I am ſworn, not to give regard to you. 
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Farewell; and come with better muſic, Exit. 
Apem. So; — 

Thou wilt not hear me now,—thou ſhalt not then, 

I'll lock; 

Thy 

To e 


4 bat men's ears ſhould be 
WEYarttery ! [ Ext. 


D late, five thouſand to Varro; ad 1 to 
Hidore, * 
He owes nine thouſand; — beſides my former ſ am, 
Which makes it five-and-twenty.—Still 1a motion 
Of raging waſte? It cannot hold ; it will not. 
If I want gold, fteal but a beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold: 
If I would ſell my horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why gi ve my horſe to 'Timon, 
Aſk nothing, give it him, it foals me ſtraight, 
And able horſes: No porter at his gate; 
But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 
All that paſs by. It cannot hold; no reaſon 
Can found his ſtate in ſafety ,—Caphis, ho! 
Caphis, I ſay! * 
Enter Capbir. 
Caph. Here, ſir; What is your leafs? 
Sen, Get on your cloak, and haſte. you to lord 
Timon; 

Importune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd 
With ſlight denial; nor then filenc'd, when — 
Commend me to your maſter.— and the 5 
Plays in the right hand, thus: but tell him, firrah, 
My uſes cry to me, I muſt ſerve my turn 


Out of mine own]; his days and riots are pad. 
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And my reliance on his fracted dates 
Has ſmit my credit: Ilove, and honour him; 

But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger: 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Maſt not be toſs d and tu 


Put on a moſt importunazgh 
A viſage of demand : fe 
Whan every feather ſtics 
Lord Timon will be left 
Which flaſhes now a 
Caph. I go, fir. ARE, 
Sen. I go, ſir? e bond mal 
And have the 1 | 
Caph, I will, fir. 
Sen. Go. » 


„% B. N. Bi; +5 


Timon's Hall. 
Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand. 
Flav. No care, no ſtop ! ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, 

That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of riot; Takes no account 
How things go from im y nor reſumes no care 
Of what 15 to continue: Never mind 
Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 
What ſhallbe done? He will not hear, 'till feel: 
I muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 


Enter Caphis, with the Servants of ny and Varro. 


Fye, fye, ye, fye! 
can. Good . Varro: What, 
You come for money ? 
Var. Is't not your buſineſs too? 
Caph. It is ;—And your's too, Iidote ? 
1fd. It is ſo. 
Caph. Would we were all diſchar'd ! 4 
Var. I fear it. 
Here comes the lord. 
Exter Timon,” Alcibiades, Ic. 
n. So ſoon mee done, we'll forth again, 


II. 


N 


ng. 


ro. 


in, 
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My Alcibiades.— With me ? What is your will? 
| ba [ 7 hey prejent their bills. 

Cahp. My lord, here is a note of certain dues, 

Zim. Dues? Whence are you? 

Capb. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my ſteward. 

Caph. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he hath put me of 
To the ſucceflionof new days this month - 
My maſter is awak'd by great occaſion, | 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 

That with your other noble parts you'll Tait, 
In giving him his right, | 

Tim. ine honeſt friend, 

I pr'ythee but repair to me next morning. 
10%. Nay, good my lord. s 
7im. Contain thyſelf, good friend. 

Var. One Varro's ſervant, my good lord. 

1#d. From Iſidore; 

He humbly prays your ſpeedy payment,— | 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my maſter's wants, 

Var. Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, ſix weeks, 
And paſt.— 

1/id. Your ſteward puts me off, my lord; and I 
Am ſent expreſsly to your lordſhip. 

Zim. Give me breath: | 
I do beſeech you, good my lords, keep on; 

[ Exeunt Alcibeades, Se. 
I'll wait upon you inſtantly.— Dome hither, pray you. 
| * * [ To Flawins, 
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of broken bonds, 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againſt my honour ? 
Flaw. Pleaſe you, gentlemen, 
The time is roms to this buſineſs: 
Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner; 
That I may make his lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 
Zim. Do ſo, my friends: See them well en ertain'd. 


[Ex. Tims, 
Vol, VII. C 
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Flav. Pray draw near. > Flavius. 
Enter Apemanius, and a Fool. 

Coph. Stay, ſtay, here comes the fool with Ape- 
— mantus; 

Let's have ſome ſport with em. 
Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
1/;d. A plague upon him, dog! 
Dar. How doſt, fool? | 
Atem. Doſt dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Var. 1 ſpeak not to thee. 
Apem. No, tis to thyſelf. —Come away. 

We. 725 [ 76 the Fool. 

wm [Zo Var.] There's the fool hangs on your back 
already. - 

Apem, No, thou ſtand'R fingle, thou art not on 
him yet. | | 

Caph. Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He laſt aſk'd the queſtion. Poor rogues, and 
uſurers* men! bawds between gold and want! 

All. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apen. Aſſes. | 

All. Why? 

Apem. That you aſk me, what you are, and do not 
know yourſelves.—Speak to *em, fool. | 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All. Gramercies, good fool: How does your miſ- 
treſs ? g 

Fool. She's e'en ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch 
chickens as you are. Would, we could ſee you at 


Corinth. 
Apem. Good |. gramercy. 
Enter Page. 
Fool. Look yeu, here comes my maſter's page. 
Page. [75 the Fool. ] Why, how now, captain? 
What do you in this wiſe-company ?—How doſt thou, 
Apemantus ? 
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth that I might 
anſwer thee profitably. 
Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the ſuper- 
ſcription of theſe letters; 1 know not which is which. 


us. 


miſ- 


ſuch 
du at 


ain? 
thou, 


night 


uper- 
hich. 
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Apem. Can'ſt not read! 

Page. No, 4 "4 ' 3 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day 
thou art hang'd. This is to lord Timon; this to Al- 
cibiades. Go; thou waſt born a baſtard, and thou'lt 
die a bawd. \ A TT. 

Page. Thou waſt whelp'd a dog; and thou ſhalt fa- 
miſn, a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am * 

f | xit, 

Atem. Even ſo, thou out-run'ſt grace. 

Fool, I will go with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem, If Timon ſtay at home.—You three ſerve 
three uſurers ? 

All. Ay; would they ſerv'd us! | 

Apem. So would I, —as good a trick as ever hangman 
ſerv'd thief. | | | 

Fool. Are you three uſurers' men? 

All. Ay, fool. ” 

Fool. I think, no uſurer but has a fool tg his ſervant: 
My miſtreſs is one, and I am her fool. When men 
come to borrow of your maſters, they approach ſadly, 
and go away merry; but they enter my maſter's houſe 
merrily, and go away ſadly: The reaſon of this ? 

Var. 1 could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore- 
maſter, and a knave; which notwithſtanding, thou 
ſhalt be no leſs eſteemed. | 

Var. What is a whore-maſter, fool? | 

F:ol. A fool in good clothes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis a ſpirit : ſometime, it appears like a lord; 
ſometime, like a lawyer; . ſometime, like a philoſo- 
pher, with two ſtones more than's artificial one: He 
15 very often like a knight; and, generally, in all 
ſhapes, that man goes up and down in, from fourſeore 
to thirteen, this ſpirit Walks in. | 

Var. Thou are not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man; as much 
foolery as I have, ſo much wit thou lack'ſt. 

Apem. That anſwer might have become Apemantus. 

All. Afide, afide; here comes lord Timon. 


| 
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Re-entir Timon, and Flavius. 
Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, 
and weman; ſometime, the er 


Flaw: Pray y ou, walk near; I'll ſpeak with you anon, 
[ Exeant Apemantus and Fool. 


Bin. Youmakememarvel: Wherefore, ere this time, 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me; 
That I might ſo have rated my e | 
As ] had leave of means? 
1 Flav. You would not hear me, 

t many leiſures I propos'd. 

Zim. Go to: N 
perchance, ſome ſingle vantages you took 
When my indiſpoſition put you back; 
And that unaptneſs made your minifter, 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf. 

Flav. O my good lord! ' © 
At many times F brought 1 in my accounts, 
Laid them before you; you would throw them off. 
And ſay, yes found them in mine honeſty. 
When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I have ſhook my head, and wept; 
Yea, gainſt the authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe: I did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no fight ht checks; when J have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your eſtate,  * 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-loy'd lord, 
FT hough you hear now, yet now's too late a time; 
The greateſt of ror having lacks a hal 


To r preſent debts. 

18 2 . Imy land be ſo lc. 

Flav. Ti all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone : 
And what remains walk hardly ſtop the mouth | 
Of preſent dues: the future comes apace : 


What ſhall defend the interim? and at A 


How goes our reckoning ? 
Zin. To \.acedzmon did my land extend, 


Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 


How quickly were it gone ? 
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Tim. You tell me true. 

Flaw. If you ſuſpect my ng or © falhood, 
Call me before the exacteſt auditors, . 

And ſet me on the proof. So the gods bleſs me, 
When all our offices have been oppreſt 

With riotous feeders z. when our vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 

Hath blaz\ with lights, and bray'd with Dy 4s 
I have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, 

And ſet mine eyes at flow, 

Tim. Pry*thee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, have I ſaid, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have ſlaves, and peaſants, 
This night _— Who is not Timon's? 

What heart, 
Timon's? 
Great Timon's, noble, worthy; royal Timon's ? 


Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, i 


The breath is gone whereot this praiſe is made: 
Faſt won, faſt-loſt; one cloud of winter ſhowers, | 
Theſe flies are couch d. | 
Zim. Come, ſermon me no further: 
No villainous bounty yet hath paſt my heart; 
Unwiſely, not ignobly have I given. 
Why doſt thou ack, Can't thou the conſcience lack, 


To think I ſhall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 
If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowin a 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly 
As I can bid thee ſpeak. 

Flav. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts ! ! 


Zim. And, in ſome ſort,theſe wantsof W A 


That I account them bleffings ; for by 
Shall I try friends: You ſhall perceive, H you 
Miſtake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, —Flaminius ! Servihus ! 7 
Enter Flaminius, Serwvilius, au other Kante 
Serv. My lord, my lord, _ 
Tin. I will diſpatch 5 you ſeverally,—You, to lord 


Lucius. 
Cal 


ead, ſword, Force, means, but is lord 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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To lord Lucullus you; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day,— You, to Sempronius,— , _ 
Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, ſay, 
That my occaſions have found time to uſe them 
'Foward a ſupply of money: let the requeſt 
Be fifty talents. 
Flam. As you have ſaid, my lord. 
lav. Lord Lucius, and Lucullus? hum! 
Tim. Go you, fir, to the ſenators, [Ts Flavius. 
Of whom, even to the ſtate's beſt health, I have 
ſerv'd this hearing) bid 'em fend o' the inſtant 
A thouſand talents to me. 
Ula. have been bold, : $4 
For that I knew it the moſt general way} 
To them to uſe your fignet, and your name, 
But they do ſhake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim, Is't true? can't be? _ ; 
Fav. They anſwer, in a joint and comporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would; are forry—youare honourable, — 
But yet they could have wiſh'd they know not— 
Something hath been amiſs—a noble nature 
May catch a wrench—would all were well—'tis pity— 
And ſo, intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſteful looks, and theſe hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps, and cold- moving nog 
They froze me into ſilence. 9 
Tim. You gods reward them !--- | 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly: Theſe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, *tis cold, it ſeldom flows; 
*Tis lack indly warmth, they are not kind; 
And natutgg%s it grows again toward earth, 
Is faſhion'd for thffourney, dull, and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius,—Pr'y thee, be not ſad, 
art true, and honeſt; ingenuouſly I ſpeak, 
o blame belongs to thee :—Ventidius lately 
Bury'd his father; by whoſe death, he's ftepp'd 
Into a great eſtate: When he was poor, + 
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riſonꝰ d, and in ſcarcity of friends, 

1e 'd him with five talents : Greet him from me; 
** him poſe, ſome good neceſſity 
Touche His friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With tHoſe five talents :—that had, give it theſe fel- 

los | 

To whom tis inſtant due, ... Ne'er ſpeak, or think, 1 
Tbat Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 

Flay. I would, I could not think it; That thought 

0 ; bounty” s foe; * 

Being free itſelf, it thinks all others ſo. [Exeunt. 
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Lucullus's Houſe in Athang, *®, 
Flaminius waiting. Enter a Serwant to him. 
Serv, 1 HAVE told my lord of you, he is coming 


down to you. 
Flam. I thank you, fir. | 
Enter Lucullus. 

Serv. Here's my lord. 6 

Lucul. ¶ Aide.) One of lord Timon's men? a gift, 
I warrant, Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a ſilver 
daſon and ewer to-night. laminius, honeſt Flami- 
nius; you are very reſpectively welcome, fir.— 
Fill me ſome wine. —And how does that honourable, 
complete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very 
bountiful lord and maſter ? | 

Flam. His health is well, fir. | 

Lucul. J am right glad that his health is well, fir. 
And what haſt thou harp under thy cloak, pretty 
Flaminius ? 

Flaum. Faith, nothing but an empty box. ſir ? 
which, in my lord's ug, come to entreat your 
honour to ſupply,; whe, having great and iutant 
occaſion to ſe ſift talents, hath ſent to your lord- 


= - 
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ſhip to furniſh him; nothing * Jour, preſent 
aſſiſtance therein. * 
Luacul. La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, ſays he? 
alas, good lord! a noble gentleman *tris, if he would 
not keep ſo goed a houſe. Many a time and often 
„ ha" din'd with him, and told him on't; and come 
again to ſupperts him, o e to have him ſpend 
leſs: and yet he would e e no counſel, take no 
warning by my coming. Every man has his fault, 
and honeſty i is his; I ha' told him on't, by I could 
never get him from t. 
Re-enter Servant, with wine. 
Serv. Pleaſe your lordſhip, kere 1s the wine. 
Lucul, Elaminius, I have noted thee - oh wiſe, 
Here's to thee. 
Flam. Your lordſhip x prom your pleflhre. 
Lucul. I have obſerv'd thee always for a towardly 
rompt ſpirit, give thee thy due. and one that 
— what belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the time 
well, if the time ule thee well: good parts in thee.— 
Get yon gone ſirrah. [Ts the Servant, who . eut.] 
— Draw nearer, honeſt Flaminius. Thy lord's a boun- 
tiful gentleman : but thou art wiſe ; and thou knowꝰſt 
well enough, although thou com'ſt to me, that this 
is no time to lend money; 5 eſpecially upon bare friend- 
ſhip, without ſecurity. ! Here's three ſolidares for 
thee; good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou ſaw'ſt 
me not. Fare thee well. - 
Flam. Is't poſſible, the world ſhould fo much differ; 
And we alive, that liv'd ? Fly, damned baſenefs, 
To him that worſhips thee. apron the money away. 
Lucul. Ha! Now I ſee, thou art a fool and fit for 
thy maſter. [Exit Lucullus. 
Flam. May theſe add to the number that may ſcald thee! 
Let molten com be thy damnation, 
Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and flot himſelf! 
Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 
It turns in leſs than two o Ruby O you gods, 
I feel my maſter s This flave, | 
Unto his. honour, has my lords meat in him: 
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Why ſhould it thrive, af. 008 nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poifon ? 


O, may diſeaſes only wor u | | 

And, when he's ſick to rn rw part of nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of py 1 

To expell ſickneſs, but prolong pig : Lit. 
II. | 


8 CE: NB 
A public * 
Enter Lucius, wwith three & rangers. | 


Luc. Who, the lord Timon? he is my very. good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran, We know him for no 1922 though we are 
but ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, 
my lord, And which I hear from common nov 
lord Timon's happy hours are done and paſt, and his 
eſtate ſhrinks from him. 

Luc, Fye, no, do not believe i 15 5 he cannot want for 
money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord. chat, not 
long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, 
to borrow ſo many talents ; nay, urg'd extremely for” t. 
— Dach what neceſſity belong d to 4, and yet was 

eny 

s How ? | 

2 Stran. I tell you, deny* d, wy lord. 

Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that? now, before 
the gods, I amaſham'don't. Deny'd that honourable. 
man? there was very little honour ſho in't. For 
my own part, I muſt needs confeſs, I have receiv'd 
ſome ſmall kindneſſes from him, as money, plate, jew- 
els, and ſuch like trifles, nothing comparing to his; 
yet, had he miſtook him, and ſent to me, I ſhould 
ne'er have deny'd his occafion.ſo . talents. 

e 
Ser. See, by good hap, . s my lord;-1 have 
ſw eat to fee 1. hotigur,— * honour'd lord. 


[To Lucius. 
Luc. Servilius! worth 110 Kindly met, fir. 
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Fare thee 
well: Commend me to thy hondurable virtuaus lord, 
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my very exquiſite friend, __ 
Serv. May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath ſent— 

5 Luc. Hal w | he ſent I am ſo muchendear'd. 

to that lord; he Mer ſending ; How ſhall I thank 
him, think'ſt thon ? And what has he ſent now? 
Serv. He has only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 

lord; requeſting your lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant 

uſe with ſo many talents. | 

Luc, I know, his lordſhip is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. - 

Serv. But in the mean time he wants leſs, my lord. 

If his occaſion were not Virtudous, "by 
I ſhould not urge it Half fo faithfully. _ 

Luc. Doſt thow ſeriouſly, Servilius ? 

Serv. Upon my ſoul, tis true, fir. 

Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfurniſh my- 
ſelf againſt ſuch a good time, when I might have ſhev n 
myſelf honourable ? how unluckily it open d, that 
I ſhould purchaſe the day before for a little part, and 
undo a great deal of honour : —Servilius, now before 
the gods, I am not able to do t; the more beaſt, 1 ſay: 
I was ſending to uſe lord Timon myſelf, theſe gen- 
tlemen can witneſs, but I would not, for the wealth 
of Athens, I had done it now. Commend me bounti- 
fully to his good lordſhip ; and, I hope, his honour 
will conceive the falteſt of me, becauſe I have no pow- 
er to be Kind: And tell him this from me, I count it 
one of my den afflictions, ſay, that I cannot plea- 
ſure ſuch an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, 
will you befriend me ſo fic, as to uſe my own words 
to him #0 x E 

16 Serv. Yes, fir,” I mall. 15 

1 Luc. T'll look you out a good turn, Servilius. 
16 >; N Exit Servilius, 
10 True, as you ſaid, Timon is ſhrunk, indeed; | 

+ And he, ar once deny'd, Will hardly ſpeed. [Exit 
1 1 Stran. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius f 

106 2 Stren. Ay, too well. 1 -— 

. 1 Stran. Why, this is the wotld's 1 3 

10 And juſt of the ſame piece is every flatterer's ſoul, 
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Who can call him his friend, | 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? »for, in my knowing, 
aher 21 


Timon has been this lord's Rl 
And kept his credit with u 
Supported his eſtate; nay,FKmon's mone 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne'er drinks 
But on's filver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (O, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape!) 
He does deny him, in reſpect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars, 
3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 
1 Stran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, illuſtrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, 
I woald have put my wealth into donation, 
And ze beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart: But, I perceive, 
Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpenſe; ® 
For policy fits above conſcience. [ Exeunt, 


a N 


Nn 


f Sempronius's Hauſe, 
Enter Sempronius, with a Servant of Timon 1. 
Sem. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? Hum! *Bove 
all others ? * 
He might have try'd lord Lucius, or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from priſon: All theſe 


'Owe their eſtates unto him. 
Serv. My lord, 

They have all been touch'd, and found bzſe met: 1; for 

They have all deny'd him ! | 
Semp. How ! have they deny'd him? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny'd him? 

And does he ſend to me? Three ? hum — 
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It ſhews but little love or 1 in him. 
Lis friends, like phyſicians, 


Muſt I be his laſt refu 

Thrive, give him over ¶Myſt I take the cure upon me ? 
He has much diſgrac'd in't; I am angry at him, 

That might have known place: I ſee no ſenſe for't, 


But his occaſions might have woo'd me firſt; 
For, in my conſcience, I was the firſt man | 
That eer receiv'd gift from him: 0 
And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 
That I'll requite at laſt? No: 
So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To the reſt, and I mongſt lords be thought a fool. 
I had rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 
He had ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake ; 
I had ſuch a courage to do him good. But now return, 
And with their faint reply this anſwer join; 
Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. [ Exit. 
Serv, Excellent! Your lordſhip's a goodly villain, 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made man 
litic ; he croſs'd himſelf by't: and I cannot think, 
ut, in the end, the villainies of man will Jet him 
clear, How fairly this lord ſtrives to appear foul ? 
takes virtuous copies to be wicked; like thoſe, that, 
under hot ardent zeal, would ſet whole realms on fire. 
Of ſuch a nature 1s his politic love. 
This was my lord's beſt hope; now all are fled, 
Save only the gods: Now his friends are dead, 
gors that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be employ'd 
Now to guard ſure their maſter, 
And this is all a liberal courſe allows; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his houſe. 


[ Exit. 
S N IV. 


| Timon's Hall. 
Enter Farro, Titus, Hortenſius, Lucius, and other Ser- 
wants of Timon's Creditors, who wait for his coming out. 


Var. Well met; good morrow, Titus, and Hortenſius. 
Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 
Hor. Lucius? 
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What, do we meet together ? 
Luc. Ay, and, I think, 
one buſineſs does command us all; for-mine 


Is money. 
Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 
4 Enter P Hilotus. 


Luc. And ſir Philotus too 
Phi, Good day at once. 
Lac. Welcome, good brother. What do you think 
the hour ? 
Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? 
Phi. Is not my lord ſeen yet? 
Luc. Nat yet. | 
Phi. I wonder on't ; he was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 
Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider, that a prodigal's courſe 
Js like the ſun's; but not, li Fike his, recoverable. 
I fear, 
. deep” ſt winter in lord 'Timon's parſe ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little, 
Phi, Lam of your fear for that. 
Tit, I'll ſhew you how to obſerve a Ws event, 
Your lord ſends now for money. 
Her. Moſt true, he does. 
Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon O gift, 
For which I wait for money. 
Hor. It is againſt my heart, 
Luc. Mark, how ſtrange it ſhows, 
Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes : 
And eben as if your lord ſhould wear rich Jewels, 
. And ſend for money for em. 
Hor. 1 8 weary of this charge, the gods can wit- 
- meſs: 
* I know, my lord hath ſpent ef Timon's wealth, 
. And now ingratitude mak es it worſe than ſtealth. 
Var. Yes, mine's three thouſand crowns : What's 
8. your's? 
Luc. Five thouſand mine. 5 
Vol. VII. D 
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Var. Tis much deep: and it ſhould ſeem by the ſum, 
Your maſter's confidence was above mine ; 
Elſe, ſurely, his had equall'd. 

Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Flaminius! fir, a word: Ys 1s my lord 
Ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordſhip; pray, ſignify fo much. 

Flam. ] need not tell him that; he api you are 
100 diligent. '3 [ Exit Flaminius, 

Enter Flavius in a cloak, muffled. | 

Luc. Ha! is not that his ſteward muffled ſo ? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

"Tit. Do you hear, fir ? 
Var. By your leave, fir, 
Flaw. What do you aſk of me, my friend? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, fir, 

Flav. Ay, if money were as certain as your waiting, 
*Twere ſure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſums and bills, 
When your falſe mafters eat of my lord's meat? 
Then they would ſmile and fawn upon his debts, 
1 And take down the intereſt in their gluttonous maws ; 
You do yourſelves but wrong, to ſtir me up; 
Let me paſs quietly : 
| Believe 't, my lord and I have made an end 
| I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend. 


* 


Luc. Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 
Flay. If 'twill not ſerve, tis not ſo baſe as you: 


1 For you ſerve knaves. [ Exit. 
i Var. How hat does his caſhier'd worſhip mutter! 


Tit. No matter 2 4 5 pours 
And that's revenge ho can ſpeak broader 
'Than he that has - We . put his head in? 
Such may rail 'gainſt great buildings. 

Euter Serwilius. 

Tit. O, here” s Servilias; now we ſhall know 
Some anſwer. | | 

Serv, If I migbt beſcech you, gentlemen, 
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To repair ſome other hour, I ſhould 
Derive much from it: for, take it on my ſoul, 
My lord leans wond'rouſly to diſcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forſook him; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chataber. 
Lug. Many do keep their chambers, are not ſick: 
And, if he be ſo far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear Way to the gods. 
Tit. We cannot ** this for anſwer, fir. 


Flam. ¶ Within. | Satiune belp 1 e lord ! my 


lord! 
Enter Nimon, in a rage. 


Tin. What, are my doors opposꝰ' d againſt my paſſa get 


Have I been ever free, and muſt my houſe | 
Be my retentive enemy, my Jau ? 


Ihe place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 


Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron heart ? 
Luc. Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 
Luc, Here” s mine. 
Var. And mine, my lord. 
Caph. and ours, my lord. HOY 
Phi. All our bills. 


Tim. Knock me down with em, cleave to the girdle. 


Luc. Alas, my lord. 
Tim. Cut my heart in ſums. 
Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 
Tim. Tell out my blood. 
Luc. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 
Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that.--- 
What yours - and 8 ? 
1 Var. My lord. 
2 Var. My lord. 


Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you! 


[ Exit. 


Her. Faith, I perceive, our maſters may throw 


their caps at their money; theſe debts ma) be well 


called deſyeracy ones, for a madam owes em. 


[ Exeunte. 
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Re-enter Timon, and Flawius:. | 

"ris They have e' en put my breath ow me, the 

flaves : 
Creditors !——devils, 

Flav. My dearlord,--- 

Tim. What if it ſhoul d be ſo ? * 

Flav. My lord, 

Tim. 111 have it foi:---My fteward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lueullus, and Sempronius, all; 
i'll once more feaſt the raſcals. 

Flav. O my lord, 

You only ſpeak from your diſtracted foul ; 
'There 1s not ſo much left, to ane out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be it not in thy care: go, 

] charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide 


Of knaves once more; my cook and III provide. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE" v. 
The Senate-houſe, 
2 » and Alcibiades. 


1 Sen. My lord, you have * 2 to't; * e 
bloody; 
Tis neceſſary, he ſhould die: 
Nothing emboldens ſin ſo much as mere 
2 Sen. Moſt true; the law ſhould bruiſe em. 
4lc. Honour, health, and compaſſion to the ſenate ! 
1 Sen. Now, captain? 
Alc. I am an humble ſuitor to your virtues: ; ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law,, 
And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. 
It pleaſes time and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 
Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, OE his fate aſide, 


Of comely virtues: F 
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Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardice; 
(An honour in him, which buys out his fault); 
But with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppoſe his foe: 
And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion: 
He did behave his anger ere 'twas ſpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 
1 Sen. You undergo too ſtrict a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair: 
Your words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd 
To bring man- laughter into form, and ſet quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 
Is valour miſbegot, and came into the world 
When ſects and factions were newly born; 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 2 
The worſt that man can breathe; and make his wrongs 
His outſides; to wear them like his raiment, careleſly; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill. 
Alc. My lord. a 
1 Sen. You cannot make groſs fins look clear; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. | 
Alc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I ſpeak like a captain.— — 4 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 
And not endure all threats? ſleep upon it, 
And let the foes quietly cat their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad: why then, women are. more valiant, 
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it.; 
The aſs, more captain than the lion; and the fellow, 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the judge, 
If wiſdom be in ſuffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good : | 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood 3; 
To kill, I grant, is fin's A guſt 3 
2 
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But, in defence, by mercy, tis moſt juſt, 
Jo be in anger, is impiety; 
But who is man, that is not angry? 


Weigh but the crime with this. 


2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alc. In vain ? his ſervice done 
At Lacedæmon, and Byzantium, 

Were a ſufficient briber for his life. 

x Sen. What's that? 

Alc. Why, I ſay, mv lords, he has done fair ſervice 
And ſlain in fight many of your enemies: 

How full of valour did he bear bimſelf _ 
In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with em; he 
Is a ſworn rioter : he has a fin - 

That often drowns him, and takes his valour priſoner : 
Lf there were go foes, that were enough 
To overcome him: in that beaſtly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cheriſh factions: Tis inferr'd to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
1 Sen. He dies. 
Alc. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in ham, 
(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to nons) yet, more to move you. 
Take my deſerts to his, and join em both: 
And for. I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'LL pawn my victories, all | 
My honours to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive 't in valiant gore; 
For law is tri, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies; urge it no more, 
On height. of our diſpleaſure: Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that ſpills another. | 

Alc. Muſt it be ſo? it muit nat be. My 118 a 
1 do beſeech you, know me. 

2 Sen. ow ?- 
Alc. Call me to your remembrances.. 


a 
** 
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3 Sen. What? « 
Alc. I cannot think, but your forgot me, 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould proved baſe, 
To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common grace: 
My wounds ake at you, * | 
1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 
'Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect; 
We baniſh thee for ever. 
Alc. Baniſh me? 5 
Baniſh your dotage; baniſh uſury, 
That makes the ſenate ugly. 
1. Sen. _ after two days ſhine, Athens contain 
tace, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And not to ſwell our ſpirit, 


He fhall be executed preſently, [ Exeunt Senate. 
Alc. Now the gods keep you old n that you 
may live 


Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 

I am worſe than mad: I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large intereſt : I myſelf, 
Rich only in large hurts.—All thoſe, for this? 
Is this the balſam, that the DN ſenate 

Pours into captains* wounds ? Ha! baniſhment ? 
It comes not ill; I hate not to be baniſh'd : 

It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 

'Chat I may ſtrike at Athens. I'll cheer up 

My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
Tis honour, with moſt lands to be at odds; 
Soldiers as little ſhould brook wrongs, as gods. 


SCENE VL 
Timan's Houſe. 
Enter divers Senators, at ſeveral doors. 
1 Sex, The.gaod time of day to you, -fur. 


2 Sen. 1 alſa wiſh it to you. I think, this. henies- 
able lord did but try us this other day. 


1 Sen. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 


we encounter'd.;. I hope, it is not ſo low with him, 


as he made it ſcem i in the trial of his ſeveral friends, 
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2 Sen. It ſhould not be, by eu 5 2 his 
new feaſting. 

1 Sew, 1 dale ink ſo ee de es en er 
neſt inviting, hi many my near oecaſions did urge 
me to put off; but I hath W e me beyond them, 
and I muſt needs appear. 

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my impor- 
tunate buſineſs, but he would not hear my excuſe. 1 
am ſorry, when he ſent to borrow of me, that my 
proviſion was out. 

1 Sen. I am fick of that ofief too, as [ underſtand 


how all things go. 
2 Sen. Every man here's ſo. What would he have. 
borrow'd of you! 

1 Sen. A thouſand pieces. 

2 Sen, A thouſand pieces! 
1 Sen, What of you? 
3 Sen. He ſent to me, ſir,— Here he comes. 
Enter Timon, and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, in 1 
And how fare you ? * 4 

1 Sen. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your lordſhip:, 

2 Sen. 'The ſwallow follows not ſummer more v il- 
lingly, than we your lordſhip. 

Tim. | Aſide.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
fuch ſummer-birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner 
will not recompenee this long ſtay : feaſt your ears 
with the muſic-awhile; if they will fare ſo harſhly as 
on the trumpet's ſound: we ſhall to 't preſently. 

1 Sen. J hope, it remains not unkindly with your: 
lordſhip, that I return'd you ar empty meſſenger. 

Tim. O, fir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Sen. My noble lord, 

Tim. Ah, my good friend! what cheer? 

[The banguet brought i in. 

2 Sen. My moſt honourable lord, 1 2 een ſick of 
ſhame, that, when your lordſhip this other day fect ge to 
me; 1 was ſo unfortunate a beggar. 

Vn. Think not on't, fir. 
+ 2 Sen, If you had ſent but two houts before. 
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Zim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come, bring in all together. 

2 Sen. All cover'd diſhes}. & 

1 Sex. Royal cheer, I warrant vou. 

3 * Doubt not that, if money, and the ſcaſon can 

ield it. NN ei oy * 

1 1 Sen. How do you? What's the news ? 

3 Sen. Alcibides is baniſh'd : Hear you of it? 

Beth. Alcibiades baniſh'd ! 

3 Sen. Tis fo, be ſure of it. 

1 Sen. How? how? | 

2 Sen. I pray. you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Sen, I'll tell you more anon, Here's a noble 
feaſt forward. I | 

2 Cen. This is the old man ftill. 

3 Sen. Will 't hold? will 't hold? 

2 Sen. It does: but time will—and fo—— 

Sen. I do conceive. 8. 

im. Each man to his ſtool, with that ſpur as he 
would to the lip of his miſtreſs: your diet ſhall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city feaſt of it, to let 
the meat cool ere we can agree upon the firſt place: 
Sit, fit. The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefaclors, ſprinkle our ſociety with thank- 
ſulneſti. For your own gifts, make yourſelves prais d: 
but reſerve flill to give, 75 your deities be deſpis'd. Lend 
to each man enough, that one need not lend to another : 
for, were your godbeads to borrow of men, men would for- 
ſake the gods, Make the meat be beloved, more than the 
man that gives it. Let no aſſembly of twenty be without 
a "Ag of willains : If there fit twelve women at the 
table, let a dozen of them be as they are.—T he reſt of 
your fees, O Gods, —the ſenaters of Athens, together with 
the common lag of peopie,—what is amiſs in them, you 
gods, make ſuitable for deftruttion. For theſe my preſent 
Friends,—as they are to me nothing, ſo in nothing bleſs 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 

Uncover dogs, and lap. + 


[ Zhe diſbes uncovered are full of warm water. 
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Same ſpeak, What does his lordſhip mean ? 

Some other. I know not. 

Zim. May youa better eek never behold, - 

You knot of mouth. friends! ſmoke and lukewarn 
water 84 
15 your perfe&ion. This i 15 Timon 8 lat; | 
Who ſtuck and ſpangled you with. flatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 
[ Throwing water in their faces. 
Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 
Moft ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, | 
Courteous 6 * 2414 bi affable wolves, meck bears, 
You fools of fortune, trencher- friends, time's flies, 
Cap and knee ſlaves, vapours, and minute-Jacks! 
Of man, and beaſt, the infinite malady 
Cruſt you quite oer! What, doſt thou go? 
Soft, take thy phyſie firſt, thou t00,---and ee Gs ; 
| [Throws the diſhes at them. 
Stay, Iwill lend thee money, borrow-none,--- / 
What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feaft, 
Whereat avillain's:not a welcome gueſt, 
Barn houſe: fink Athens; henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all-humanity 1, [Evie 
Ne enter the Senators. 

1 Sex, How now, my lords ? 

2 Sen. Know von the quality of lord Timon's tary ? 

3 Sen. Piſh!| did you ſee my cap ? 

4 Sen. I by by . o Wu. 

1 Sen. He's * lord, and _— but ha- 
mour {ways * 7 me a jewel the other day, 
and now he has beat it out of my eee ſee 

my jewel?! 
2 Sen. Did you ſee my cap? 
3 Sen. Here tis. 
4 Sena, Here lies my gown. 
1 Sen. Let's make no ſtay, 
2 Sen, Lord Timon's mad. 
3 Sen. I feel 't ang my bones. 


4 Sen, One © gives | us e next day ſtones. 
5 . [Exennt. 
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- Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 


44 I. TiMON or * ATHENS. 47 


IF . | -- + $444" 
. = 1 $4 


F< * 
7 * | . 


ACT IV. SCENE I 


Without the Walls of Athens, 
Enter Timon. 


E T me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves! Dive in the earth 

And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children! flaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave Wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads! to general filths 
Convert o' the inſtant, green virginity |! 
Do't in your parents? eyes! bankrupts, hold faſt: 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſtersꝰ throats ! bound ſervants, ſteal; 
Large handed robbers your grave maſters are, 
And pill by law! maid, to thy maſter's bed; 
Thy miſtreſs is o' the brothel ! ſon of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth 
Domeſtic awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, ; 
Inſtruction, manners, myſteries, and trades, 
Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms, and Jaws 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 
And yet confuſion live! Plagues, incident to men, 
Vour potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for ſtroke ! thou cold ſciatica, 


As lamely as their manners! luſt and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; 
That *gainft the ſtream of virtue they may ſtri ve, 
And drown themſelves in riot ! 1tches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms; and their cro 

Be general leproſy ! breath infe@ breath; 

That their ſociety, as their friendſhip, 'may 
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Be merely poiſon ! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable tov n!! 
Take thou that too, with multiplying an. ' 
Timon will to the woods; where he ſhall nd 
The unkindeſt beat more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low ! 
Amen. * 1 [ Exit, 


Timon's Houſe. 
Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 


1 Serv. Hear you, maſter ſteward, where is our maſter? 
Are we undone? caſt off? nothing remaining ? 
Flav. Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 
1 Serv. Suck à houſe broke! | 
So noble a maſter fallen! All gone! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him | 
2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave; 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their falſe vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick'd : and his poor ſelf, 
A dedicated e. to the air, a 
With his diſeaſe of all-ſhunn'd poverty, 1 
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows. 
Enter other Servants. 
Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe. 
3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That ſee I by our faces; we are fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our bark; 
And we, poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat : we muſt all part 
Into:this fea of aar. | 


Flav. Good fellows all, 1 


* 
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The lateſt of my wealth IL'Il ſhare amongſt you. 

Wherever we ſhall meet, for Timon's Eke, | 

Let's yet be fellows; let's ſhake "ou? heads, and fay, 

As 'twere a knell unto our maſter 's fortunes, 

We have ſeen better days.? Let each take ſome 
[Giving them money. 

Nay, put out all your hands, Ne one Tear more : 

Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. a 5 

a Ni * I kExeunt Servants, | 

ts O, the fierce wretehedneſs that glory brings us 

Who would not with to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches point to miſery and contempt ?- 

Who'd be ſo mock'd with glory? or to live 


But in a dream of friendſhip? | 
rr To have his pamp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But only painted, like his varniſh'd friends ? 
a? Poor honeſt lord, brought low by his own heart; 


Undone by goodneſs! Strange, unuſual blood, 
When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good! 
Who then dares to be half ſo kind again? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does Bil mar men. | 
My deareft lord, —bleft, to be moſt accurs'd, | 
Rich, only to be wretched ;—thy great fortunes | 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat 
Of monſtrous friends: nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. | 
P11 follow, and enquire him out; | 
* #1'Il ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will; | 
Whilſt 1 have gold, I'II be his ſteward till, [Ex#. | 


S..C;.& N88 I. 
The Woods. | 
Enter Timon. 1 
Tim. O bleſſed breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy ſiſter's orb 
Infe& the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 
Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarce is devidant,—touch them with ſeveral fortunes ; 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer : Not nature, 
Vol. VII. | N 


* 
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To whom all ſores lay ſiege, can bear great fortune, 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raiſe me this beggar, and dendde that lord; ; 
The ſenator ſhal contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour. | 
It is the paſtor lards the brother's fides, 
The want thatmakeshimleave, Who dares, who dares, 
In purity of manhood ftand upright, . 
And ſay, This man's a fatterer?” if one be, 
So are they rk Ru every grize of fortune 
Is ſmooth' 4b below ; Sha learned pate 
Ducks to the 5 n fool: All is oblique ;_ - 
There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd _ 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and thron 5 of men! 
His ſemblable, yea, himſelf, Timon diſdains: 
Deſtruction fang mankind erm, yield me roots ! 
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| | Digging the earth. 
Who ſecks for better of thee, fance his palate 
With thy moſt operant-poiſon !——What is here? 


Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods, 
I am no idle votariſt: Roots, you clear heavens ! | 
Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, fair: 
Wrong, right; baſe, noble; old, young; cow ard, valiant. 
Ha, you gods! why this ? What this, you gods ? Why 


Will lag your prieſts and ſervants from your ſides : 
Pluck ftout men's (ee from below their heads ; 
This yellow ſlave 4 
Will knit and break religions; bleſs the accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leproſy ador'd; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation ; 
With ſenators on the bench; this is it, 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ; | 
* whom the ſpita-houſe and uleerous ſores 
ould caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 
| To the April 8 again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put'| odds 
| Among the rout of nations, I will make then 
Do thy right nature—{March afar of: * a drum? 
| — Thou'rt quick, 
j 
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But yet Pn bury thee: Thou'lt go, ſtron ag hi thief, 
When” ae keepers of thee conſtant ſtan 
Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. U eeping ſome gold, 
Enter Alcibiades with drum an1 Fife, in warlike manner, 
and Phrynia and Tymanxdra, 1 
Alc. What art thou there? ſpeak. 3 
Tim. A beaſt, as thouart. Thecanker thy heart, 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man wi 
Alc. What is thy name? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man? 
Tim. I am miſanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, N 
That I might love thee ſomething. 
Alc. I know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am untearn'd and ſtran 


Tim. I my thee too; and more than that I know 
| thee, 
2 I not defire to know. Pollow thy drum: 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules: 
Keligious canons, civil laws are 14, 3 
8, Then what ſhould war be? This fell whore of thine 
| Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 
2 For all her cherubin look. 
it. Phyy. Thy lips rot off 
y Zim. I will not kiſs thee ; then the rot returns 


To thine own lip again, 
Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change ? 
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give; 
* But then renew I could not, like the mon. 
: There were no ſuns te botrow of. 
Alc. Noble Timon, '; ; 
What friendſhip may I do thee? 
Zim. None, but to © 
Maintain my opinion. 
Alc. What is it, Timon? ; 
Tim Promiſe me friendſhip, but ori x none: if 
Thou wiltmot promiſe, the gods plague thee, for 


Thou art a man! if thou doſt perform, confound thee,, 


For thou art a man 
m? Alc. J have heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries, 
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Tim, Thou ſaw'ſt them, when I had proſperity. 
Alc. 1 ſee them now; then was a bleſſed time; 
iin. As thine'ts now, held With a brace of harlots. 
 Tyman. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd ſo regardfully ? 1 
Zim. Art thou Tymandra? 
Tyman. Yes. cp, or 
Tim. Be awhoreſtill! they love thee not, that uſe thee ; 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt. 
Make uſe of thy ſalt hours: ſeaſon the ſlaves . 
For tubs, and baths; bring down roſe cheeked youth 
To the tub-faft, and the diet. | 
Iman. Hang thee, monſter ! 
Alc. Pardon him ſweet Tymandra ; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities— 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band: I have heard, and griev'd, 
How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy wort?, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
But for thy ſword and fertune, trod upon them,— 
Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. T am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thoudoſt trouble? 
I had rather be alone. / | 
Alc. Why, fare thee well : 
Here is ſome gold for thee, 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 


Tim. Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens? 

Ale. Ay, Timon, and have cauſe. 

Zim. The gods confound them all in thy conqueſt ; 

and 

Thee after, when thou haſt conquer'd ! 

Alc. Why me, Timon? 

Tim, That, by killing of villains, thou waſt born 
To conquer my country. _ * 
Put up thy gold? Go on,—here's gold.---go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
3 Will o'er ſome high - vic'd city hang his poiſon 


Alc. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap.— 


* 


” 


? 


y 8 


AF V. 8 "as TIMON OF ATHENS, 53 


In the ſick air: Let not thy ſword ſkip one: 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 
He is an uſurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron, 


It is her habit only that is honeſt, | 


Herſelf's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milkpaps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, | f 
Set them down horrible traitors: Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled 5 from fools exhanſt their mercy ; 
Think it a > Whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe : Swear againſt objects; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor fight of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding; | 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers :- 
Make large confuſion ; and, thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf! Speak not, be gone. 

Alc. Haſt thou gold yet? Þ'll. take the gold thou 

giv'ſt me, 

Not all thy counſeF. 


Tim. Doſt thou, or. doſt thou not; heaven's. * 


upon thee ! 


Phr. and con Give us ſome gold, good Timon! 


Haſt thou more? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts; 
Your aprons mountant: You are not oathable,--- 
Although, I know, you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear, 
Mito ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly agues; _ 
The immortal gods that hear you, ——ſpare your oaths, 
I'll truſt to your conditions: Be whores ſtill; 

And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 

Be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 

Eet your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 

And be no turn-coats: Vet may your pains, fix months, 

Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs 

With burdens of the dead :---fome that were hang'd, . 

Nomaiter;---wearthem, r whore fill 5” 
ds my 
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Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face, 
A pox of wrinkles ! | | 0 
Phr. and Tim. Well, more gold: What then? 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 4 

Zim. Conſumptions ſow ' / N 
In hollow bones of man; ſtrike their ſharp ſhins 
And mar men's ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
''F That he may never more falſe title plead, - * 
8 Nor ſound his quillits ſhrilly : hoar the flamen, 
[i That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 
| And not believes himſelf; down wi the noſe, 
N Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee = 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate ruf- 
flians bald; | 
And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you: Plague all; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all erection.— There's more gold ;— 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all! 
Phr. and Tym. More counſel, with more money, 
| / bounteous Timon, | 
Tim. More whore, more miſchief firſt; I have given 
you earneſt, 
Alc. Strike up the drum towards Athens, Fare- 
well, Timon ; 
If I thrive well, I'll viſit thee again. 
Zim. If 1 hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 
Alc. I never did thee harm. | 
Zim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Ale. Oall'ſt thou that harm? 
7im. Men daily find it. 
4 Get thee away, and take thy beagles with thee. 
q | | Alc. We but offend him. —Strike. 
| 1 [ Drum. beats. Exeunt Alcibiades. 
| | Phrynia, and Tymandra, 
| Tim. [ Digging.) That nature, beihg ſick of man's 
unkindneſs, 


Should yet be hungry !-——Common mother, thou h 
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Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt, 
Teenis, and feeds all; whoſe ſelf-ſame mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below criſp heaven 
Whereon Hyperions quickening fire doth ſhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manſion all above 
Never preſented !—O, a root, — Dear thanks 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ; , 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorice draughts, 
And morſels unctuous, greaſes his pure mind, 
That from it all confideration ſlips! F 
Enter Apemantus. 
More man? Plague! plague! © 
Apem. I was directed hither; Men report, 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doit uſe them. 
Zim. Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Conſumption catch thet ! 
Apem. Tbis is in thee a nature but affected; 
A poor unmanly melancholy, png 
From cave of fortune. Why this ſpade? this place? 
This flave-like habit? and theſe looks of care? 
Thy flatterers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 
Hug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe woods, 
By putting on the cunning ofa carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that which has undoae thee: hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obſerve, 
Blow off thy cap; praiſe his moſt vicious train, 
And call it excellent; Thou waſt told thus; 
Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like tapſters, that bid welcome 
To knaves, and all approachers; Tis moſt juſt, 
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That thou turn raſcal ; ſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould have ?t. o not aſſume my fxereſs. 

Tim, Were I like thee, I'd throw away mylelf. 

Apem. 70 haſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thy- 

ell 5 

A madman ſo long, now a fool; What, think'ſt 
That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy ſhirt on warm? Will theſe moiſt trees, 
'That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, | 
And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold brook 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taſte 
To cure thy o'er-night's ſurfeit ? Call the creatures, 
Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wreakful heaven; whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 5 | 
Anſwer mere nature, bid them flatter thee ; 
O! thou ſhalt find 

Tim. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I love thite better now than e'er I did. 

Tim. I hate these Worſe. 

„ Why? 

im. Thou flatter*ſt miſery. 

Apem. I flatter not; but ſay, thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why doſt thou ſeek. me out? 

Adem. To vex thee. : 

Tim. Always a villain's. office, or a fool's. 
Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in 't? 

Apem. Ay. | 

{im. What! a knave too? 

Atem. If thou diſt put this ſour cold habit on 
To caſtigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou 
Doſt it enforcedly; thou'dſt courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery ; 
Out-lives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 
The one is filling ſtill, never complete; 
The other, at high wiſh: Beſt ſtate, contentleſs, 
Hath a diſtracted and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe than the worſt, content. | 
Thou ſhould*ſt-defire to die, being miſerable. 

Zim, Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
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Thou art a ſlave, whom fortune's tender arm 
With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog. ; | 
Had thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath proceeded þ 
The ſweet degrees that this brief wN aifords | 
To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs o 
Freely command, thou would'it have plang'd thyſelf 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 
In TiFerent beds of luſt; and never learn'd 
| The icy precepts of reſpect, but follow'd 
* The ſugar'd game before thee, But myſelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary; 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than 1 could frame employment, 
That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
o on the oak, have with one winter's bruſh 
Fell from their bouglis, and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows) ; I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burden: 
Thy nature did commence in ſufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in t. Why ſhould'ft thou hate 
men ? | 
They never flatter'd thee : What haſt thou given? 
If thou wilt curſe, —thy father, that poor rag, 
Muſt be thy ſubject; who, in ſpight, put ſtuff 
To ſome ſhe beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone! 
If thou hadſt not been born the worſt of men 
Thou hadſt been a knave, and flatterer. * 
Apem. Art thou proud yet? 
Tim. Ax, that I am not thee, * 
Apem, I, that was no prodigal. 
Zim. I, that I am one now: | - 
Were all the wealth 1 have, ſhut up'in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. — 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it. . + [Eating à root. 
Apem. Here; I will mend thy feaſt. - 
hrs { Offering him ſomething. 
7;m. Firſt mend my &ompany, take away thyſelf. 
Apem. So I ſhall mend my own, by the lack of thine, 
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Zim. Tis not well mended ſo, it is but botch'd ; 
If not, I would it were. th | 
Adem. What wouldſt thou have to Athens? 
Im. ref in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them ther I Have gold; look, ſo I have. 


| 4 Here is no uſe for gold. 
= 


The beſt and trueſt: 


| For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm. 


Apem. Where ly'ſt o' nights, Timon? 

Lim. Under that's hore me. 

Where feed*ſt thou o* days, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Where my ſtomach finds meat; or rather, 
where I eat it. 14 

Tim. Would poiſon were obedient, and knew my 
mind. Tak | | 
Apem. Where wouldſt thou ſend it? 

Tim. 'To ſauce thy diſhes. | 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, 
but the extremity of both ends: When thou waſt in th 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too muc 
curioſity; in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but art 
deſpisꝰd for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, 
eat it. 

Zim. On What J hate, I feed not. 

Apem. Doſt hate a medlar? 

Zim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Adem. An thou hadſt hated medlars ſooner, thou 
ſhouldft have lov'd thyſelf better now What man didſt 
thou ever know unthrift, that was beloy'd after his 
means ? 4 12 

Zim. Who, without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, 
didſt thou ever know belov'd? 

Atem. Myſelf. | 

m. I underſtand thee; thou hadſt ſome means to 
keep a dog. | 3 | 

Apem, What things in the World canſt thou neareſt 
compare to thy flatterers! , . 

7im. Women, neareſt ; but men, men are the things 
themſelves. What wouldſt then do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? 


44 IV. TIMON OF ATHENS. 59 


. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldſt thou have thyſe in the confuſion 
of men, and remain a beaſt with thy aſts? 
Adem. Ay, Timon, 3 

iu. A beaſtly ambition, which the gods grant thee 
to attain to! If thou wert the lion, the fox would be- 
guile thee: if thou wert the lamb, the fox wquld eat 
thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would ſuſpect thee, 
when, parad venture, thou wert accus'd by the aſs: if 
thou wert the aſs, thy dulneſs would torment thee; and 
ſtill thou liv*dſt hut as a breakfaſt to the wolf: if thou 
wert the wolf, thy greedineſs would afflict thee, and 
oft thou ſhouldſt hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert 
ny thou the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound 
| thee, and make thine own ſelf theconqueſt ofthy fury: 
wert thou a bear thou would be kill'd by the horſe: 
wertthoua horſe, thou wouldſt be ſeiz*d by the leopard: 


t, 


er, 


ſt, wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, aad 
ch the ſpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life: all 
* thy ſafsty Were remotion; and thy defence, abſence. 
art What beaſt Touldſt thou be, that were not ſubject to 
ee, a beaſt? and what a beaſt art thou already, and ſeeſt 


not thy loſs in transformation? | | 

Apem. If thou could pleaſe me with ſpeaking to me, 
thou might'ſt have hit upon it here: The common- 
wealth of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. 


hou Zim. How has the :{s broke the wall, that thou art 

id out of the city ? 

his Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter: The 
plague of company light _ thee! 1 will fear to 

of, catch it, and give way: When I know not what elſe 


to do, I'll ſee thee again, 
Tim, When there 1s nothing living but thee, thou 
3 to ſhalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, 
than Apemantus. | 
reſt Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive, 
Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon, 
ings A plague on thee ! 
5 ; Apem. Thou art too bad to curſe. 
Zim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee are pure. 
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Apem. There is ng leproſy, but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 

Tim. IfI Tn? © "WM 
I'll beat thee, but I ſhould infe& my hands, 

Apem. I would mn tongue could rot them off 

Tim. Away thou iſſue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive; 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. * 3 

—— Would thou wouldſt burſt ! 

im. Away. | 

Thou tedious rogue! I am ſorry, I ſhall loſe 
A ſtone by, thee. 

Apem. Beaſt! 

Zim. Slave! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Zim. Rogue, rogue, rogue! 

4 — retreats backwards as going. 

I am ſick of this falſe world; and will love nought 
Bat even the mere neceſſities upon it. 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lye where the light foam of the ſea may beat 

hy grave-ſtone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
| [ Looking on the gold. 
Twixt natural ſon and fire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 
That lyes on Dian's lap! thou viſible god, 
That ſolder'ſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 
And mak'ſt them kiſs! that ſpeakꝰſt with every tongue, 
To every purpoſe! O thou touch of hearts! 
Think, thy flave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 
May have the world in empire 

Apem. Would *twere ſo; 
But not till I am dead !—T'lI ſay, thou haſt gold: 
Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. 

Zim. Throng'd to? | 

Apem. Ay. 
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Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 
Apem. Live, and love thy miſery! ) 
Zim. Long live fo, and ſo die !—I am quit. 
PA [ Exit 4 tus. 


More things like men? —Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 


Enter Ibieves. 


1 Thief. Where ſhould he have this gold? It is ſome 


poor fragment, ſome ſlender ort of his remainder ; 
The mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his 
friends, drove him into this melancholy. 


2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 
3 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he care 


not for't, he will ſupply us eafily; If he covetouſly 
reſerve it, how ſball's get it ? 


2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him, tis hid. 
1 Thief. Is not this he? | | 
All. Where? 

2 Thief. Tis has deſcription. 

3 Thief. He ; I know him. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves. 

All. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Zim. Both too; and women's ſons. 

All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 
Zim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of meat. 


Why ſhould you want? Behold, the earth hath roots; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings : 
The oaks bear maſt, the briers ſcarlet hips ; 

The bounteous huſwife, nature, on each buſh 

Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. 


Zim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds, and 
fiſhes ; | . 


You muſt eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, 

That you are thieves profeſt ; that you work not 

In holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft | 
In limited profeſſions. Raſcal thieves, hs 
Here's gold: Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o' the grape 

Till the high fever ſeeth your blood to froth, 
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And fo *ſcape hanging : truſt not the phyſician; 


His antidotes are poiſon, and he lays 


More than you rob: take wealth and lives together; 
Do villainy, do, ſince you profeſs to do't, 
Like workmen: I'll example you with thievery. 
The ſun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vaſt ſea: the-moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun ; A 
The ſea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
The moon into falt tears; the earth's a thief, 
'That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolen 
From general excrement: each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourſelves; away ; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go, 
Break open ſhops; nothing can you ſteal, 
But thieves do loſe it: Steal not leſs, for this, 
I give you; and gold confound you howſoever ! 
Amen, | Exit, 
3 Thief. He has almoſt charm'd me from my pro- 
feſhon, by perſuading me to it. 
1 Thief. Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
adviſes us; not to have us thrive in our myſtery. 
2 Thief. ll believe him as an enemy, and give over 
my trade. 
1 Zhief. Let us firſt ſee peace in Athens: There is 
no time to miſerable, but a man may be true. [Exeunt. 


A.C:T:. V,;;:;SCENE-1I. 


The W N and T7 imin's Cave, 
5 Enter Flavia. 
Flav. YOU gods! 
ls yon deſpis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 


Full of decay and failing? O monument 


And wonder of good deeds evilly beſtow'd! 


43 V. ion OF ATHENS, 63 


What an PAR of honour 1. ty 

Deſperate want made! 11 0 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends! 

How rarely does it meet with this time's guiſe, 
When man was wiſh'd to love his enemies: 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather » 00- / + 
Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that ab 
He has caught mean his eye: I will preſent T | 


; 


My honeſt grief unto. him and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my life. My deareſt maſter © A 
Timon comes forward from his cave. 
Tint. Away! what art thou | - fer nt 
Flay. Have you forgot me, fir? + \ 
Tim. Why doſt aſkthat? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant'l thou art a man, | l + | 
Forgot the. 
Flav. An honeſt poor ſervant of yours: 
Tim. Then I know thee not: 
a er had honeſt man about me, I; all 
t were knaves, to ſerve in meat to villains. 
v. The gods are witneſs; s 
Ne er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief 


ver 
LY 3 
ts ; 


it. 
pro- 


thus 


For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 
over Z in. What, doſt thou weep {Come nearer ;— 
F | then I love thee, 
n Becauſe thou art a Woman, and diſclainy 1 


Flinty mank ind; whoſe eyes do never give, 
But through luſt, and laughter. Pity's ſleeping: 
Strange — that ber, wich laughing, not with 


Flav. 1 the pe bot to Lim me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilſt this one? wealth 1 
To entertain me as your ſteward till. 
7im. Had Ia fteward | | - e 
$0 true, ſo juſt, and now ſo e > 7 
It almoſt turns my dangerous nature id. 
Let me behold thy ae this man 
Was born of woman. — 
Forgive my general and Geepdleſt raſhneſs, 


lord? 


64 


Perpetual-ſober gods'! I do proclaim 
One honeft man, —miſtake me not, — But one; 
No more, I pray,—and'heis a fteward.-— 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem'f thyſelf: But all, ſave thee, 
] fell with curſes. | 
Methinks, thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe ; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, - + 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice : 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 
Upon their firſt lord's neek. But tell me true, 
(For I muſt ever doubt, though ne'erſo ſure) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, coyetovs,, 
If not a uſuring kindneſs ;' and as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one? 

Flav. No, my moſt worthy maſter, in whoſe breaſt 
Doubt and ſuſpect, alas, are plac'd too late: 
You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did feaſt ; 
SuſpeR ſtill comes where an eſtate is leaſt. 
That which I ſhew, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, | | 
Care of your food and living : and, believe it, 
My mott honour'd lord, | 
For any benefit that points to me, 
Either in hope, orpreſent, I'd exchange ir 
For this one wiſh, That you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by my rich yourſelf. 

Zim. Look thee, tis ſo Thou fingly honeſt man, 
Here take: the gods out of my miſery 


Have ſent thee treaſure. Go; live rich, and happy : 


But thus condition'd ; Thou ſhalt build from men : 
Hate all, curſe alt: ſhew charity to none ; 
Bat let the famiſh'd fleſh flide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny*ſt to men; let priſons ſwallow 'em, 
Debts wither em to nothing: Be menlike blaſted woods, 
And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods ! 
And ſo, farewell, and thrive. 
Flav. O, let me ftay, and comfort you, my maſter 
Zim. If thou hat'ſ curſes, 
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Stay not; but fly, whilſt thou art bleſt and free: 


Ne er ſee thou man, and let me ne'er ſee thee. 
8 a $5: 334974 4544 LE. feveralhy. 


8 % E N E II. 


1 * The ſame. 
"IE Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pais. A's I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? Does the ru- 
mour hold for true, that he is ſo full of gold? 

Pain, Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia and 
Tymandra had gold of him: hehkewiſe enrich'd poor 
ſtraggling ſoldiers with great quantity: Tis ſaid, he 
gave his ſteward a mighty ſum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try 
for his friends? | 

Pain. Nothing elſe : you mall ſee him a palm in 
Athens again, and flouriſh with the higheſt, | There- 
fore, *tis not amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in 
this ſuppos'd diſtreſs of his: it will ſhew koneſtly in 
us; and is very likely to load our purpoſes with what 
they travel for, if it be a juſt and true report that goes 


of his having. 


Poet. What have you now to preſent unto him? 

Pain.. Nothihg at this time but my viſitation only * 
J will promiſe him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I muſt ſerve ham ſo doo; tell him fan i intent - 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain, Good as the beſt. er is the very air 
o' the time; it opens the eyes of expectation: per- 
formance is ever the duller for his act; and, hut in the 
plainer and ſimpler kind of people, the deed of ſayin 
is quite out of uſe. To promiſe is moſt courtly 44. 
faſhionable: performance is a kind of will, or teſta- 
ment, which argues a great ann in bis judgment - 
that makes it. * 

Re-enter Timon 

Tin. Excellent — Thou ——_ 8 

man ſo bad as thyſelf, eral * — 
4 
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covery of the infinite flatteries, * follow you 


Find what thou want'ſt by free and offer'd light. 


Poet. Tam thinking, what I ſhall fay I have 
videdfor. him: It mutt be a-perſonating of tinnſclf. 
ſatire: againſt the ſoftneſs of proſpetity; with a 44 


opulency. 
7im. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine 
own work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults ig othes 
men? Do ſo, I have gold for thee. . 
Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him: 
Then we do fin againſt our own eſtate, 
When we may proſit meet, and come too late. 
Pain, True; | 
When the day ſerves, before black-corner'd night, 


Come. 
Tim. I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 
That he is worſhipp'd-in a baſer temple, 
Than where ſwine feed! 
Tis thou that rigg'ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the foam ;; 
Settleſt admired reverence in a ſlave : 
To thee be worſhip! and thy ſaints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, . alone obey 
Fit I meet them. - | 
Poet. Hail! worthy Times. 
Pain. Our late noble maſter. 
Tim, Have I once lw'd to ſee two * men 1 
Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty taſted, | 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
Whoſe thankleſs natures—O abhorred ſpirits ! 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough» 


What! 70. ou 

| <h nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their ole being! I am rapt, and cannot cover 
Fhe monſt;zous bulk of this . 

Tims Let it go naked, men may ſee 't the better: 
You, that are honeſt?” By being what 7 
Make them beſt ſeen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myſelf. „ 
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cd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 08 N 
Tim. Ay, you are honeſt men. e | 
Pain. We are hither come to offer you our ſervice, 
Tim. Moſt honeſt men! Why, how ſhall I requite 
ou ? 
Can you 3 roots, and drink cold water? no. 
Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſerviee. 
Tim. You are honeſt men: You have hear that I 
have gold; 
Jam ſure, you have: ſpeak truth: you are honeſt men. 
Pain. So it is ſaid, my noble lord: but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor 1. 
Tim. Good: hbneſt men:—Thot' draw't a coun- 
terfeit | 
Id, Beſt in all Athens: thos art, indeed, the beſt; 
Thou counterfeit'ſt moſt lively. F 
Pain. Se, ſo, my lord. 


| 
| 


” 2%. — ec ve * 


m 5; Tin. Even ſo, fir, as L ſay:— And, for thy fition, 
[To the Poet. 
Why, thy verſe ſwells with ine and ſmooth, 


That thou art even natural in 
But, for all this, my honeſt- Hurd friends, 
I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault: | 
Marry, tis not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I, 
You take much painsto mend. | 
Both. Beſeech your honour, ö 
To make it known to us. | 
Tim, You'll take it ill. | 
Both, Moſt thankfully, my lord: 
Tim. Will you, indeed? 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 
Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but truſts a knave, 
'Fhat mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my lord? 
Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, ſee him diſſemble, 
Know his groſs patchery, love him, feed him. 
Keep in your boſom : yet remain aſſur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain, | 
Pain. I know none ſuck; wy lord: 
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Poet. Nor 165 nen 
1 Tim. Look you, I love you anal; VII give you gold. 
14 Rid me theſe villains from your companie: 

þ 7 Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draught, 
1. | 


Con ound them by ſome courſe, and conj to me, 
Pll give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, = lord, let $ kno them. 
Tim. You that way, and von en two in 
 & company,— FED 
Each man apart,—all angle, ak lows, — 
Vet an arch-villain keeps him company— 
If, where thou art, two villains ſhall not beQ 
| To the Painter. 
Come not near bin thou would? not rede 
[DL the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then enen 2 
Hence — 4 there's gold, ye Cans for gold, ye 
ves: 
You have work for me, there is ape: J Hence 
You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that :— 


Out, raſcal dogs! 
= and rin them var. 
* 


E nter F lavius „ and two 4.8 4 
Flav. It is in vain, chat you would ſpeak with 
Timon; 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, | 
That nothing, but himſelf, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 
1 Sex. Bring us to his cave : 
It is our part, and promiſe to the Athenians, 
To ſpeak with Timon. 
1a 2 Sen. At all times alike ' 
1 Men are not ſtill the ſame : Twas time, and oriefa,. 
5 That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer hand, 
Wh! Offering the fortunes of his former day x 
100 The former man may nber Bring us to him, 1 
0 And chance it as it may. . 
i Flay, Here is his caye.— , *4 
T 


- 


its 
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Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! Timon! 
Look out, 'and ſpeak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their moſt reverend ſenate, t thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon, * 
| Enter Timon, | 
Zim. Thou ſun, that comfort'ſt, burn! Speak and 
be hang'd! | 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be as a cauter1zing to the root o' the tongue, 
m with ſpeaking ! 
1 Sen. Worthy Timon. «as | 
7im, Of none but ſuch as you, and you of Timon. 
2 Sen; The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Zin. I thank them; and would ſend them back the 
plague, F741 Q 
Could I but catch it for them, 
1 Sen, O, forget 
What we are ſorry for ourſelyes in thee. 
The ſenators, with one conſent of love, 
goons thee back to Ro ; who 8 
n ſpecial digmties, which vacant lye 
For thy beſt oe and wearing. 
2 Sen. They confeſs, . | 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſs too general, groſs : 
And now the public body, - which doth ſeldom 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itſelf 
A lack of Timon's aid, -hath ſenſe withal 
Of its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon; 


- 


And ſends forth us, to make their ſorrowed render, 


Together with a recompence-more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. * 
6 Tim. You rug wala? g 
urprize me to the very brink of tears: 

Lend me a 1 and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators. 

1 Sen, Therefore, ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, 


. ͤ— D—_ 


AWE. 


—— 


Of health, and living, now begins to mend, 
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And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 
The captainſhip, thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority ; ſoon ſhall we drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; | 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

2 Sen. And ſhakes bs threat'ning ſword. - 
Againſt the walls of Athens, 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon. 

Tim, Well, fir, I will; therefore I will, ſir; Thus— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not.—But if he ſack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the ſtain 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war; a 
Then let him know. 5 tell him, Timon ſpeaks it, 

ur youth, a þ 


In pity of our a 
= tell him, that care not, 


I cannot chooſe 
And let him take't at warſt;. for their knives care not; 
While you have throats to anſwer: for myſelf, 
There's not a Whittle in the unruly camp, 
But I do prige it at my love, before 
The reverend'ſt throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the Praſperous ball 
As thieves to keepers, 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, T Was writing of my epitaph,. 
It will be ſeen to- morrow; My long ſickneſs © 


And nothing brings me all things. Go, live All 

Be Alcibiades your plague, * his, 

And laſt ſo long enough f 
1 Sen. We ſpeak in vain. | 
Tim. But yet I love my country. Wy am a not 

One that rejoices in the common Ae, 0 57 

As common bruit doth put it. 12 
1 Sen. That's well ſpoke. | | 
Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 


it, 


not, 
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1 Sen. Theſe words become your lips as they paſs 
through them. | 

2 Sen. And enter in olffears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gatgg,. 

Tim. Commend me t them; 
And tell them, that to eaſe them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, lofles, 
Their pangs of lovo, with other incid@t throcs - 
That nature's fragil veſſel doth ſuſtain | 
in life's uncertaig voyage I 


OF 
% 


them : 2 
[ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades wrath. 
2 Sen, 1 like this well, he will return again. 
Tim, I have a tree, which grow ghere in my cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 
And ſhortly muſt Ffell it: Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the ſequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe 
To ſtop afffiction, let him take his haſte, | 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe; 
And hang himſelf: I pray you do my greeting. 
. Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you fill fhall 
| find him. 
7im. Come not to me again : but ſay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion 
Upon the beached verge of the Pit flood, / 
Which once a- day with his emboſſed froth 
The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover; thither come, 
And let my graye-ſtone be your oracle. 
Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 
What is amiſs, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 
| [ Exit Timon. 
1 Sen. His diſcontents are unremovably 
Coupled to nature. 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead: let us return, 
And ftrain what othenmeans is left unto us 
In our dear peril. _ 


1 Sen. It requires ſwift foot. [ Exeutt. 


will ſome kindneſs do 
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| The Hallr gf Athens. | 
Enter two other Senat with a Meſſenger. 


1 Sen. Thou haſt painful diſcovered; are his files 
As full-as they report? _ | 

Meſ. 1 have ſpoke the leaft : 
—_— his-ex pong promiſes 
Preſent approach. | 2 

2 $en. We ſand much Nafd, If they bring not 

imon. . 
. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend 
Who, though in general pant we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love made a particular förce, 
And made us ike friends: — this man was riding 
From Alcibiages to Timon's cave, 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowſhip i“ the cauſe againſt your city, 
In part for his ſake mov d. 

E.ͤnter the other Senators. 

1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen, No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect. 
The enemies” drum is heard, and fearful ſcouring 
Doth choak the air with duſt: In, and prepare; 

. Ours is the fall; I fear, our foes the ſnare. [ Exeunt. 


Ss NV. 


| Changes to the Woods. 
Enter à Soldier, ſeeking Timon. 


Sold. By all deſcription, this ſhould be the place, 4 
Who's here? ſpeak, ho!---No anſwer?---What is this? 
Timon is dead, who hath out- ſtretch'd his ſpan ; 
Some beaſt read this; there does not live a man. 
Dead, ſure; and this his grave. What's on this tomb? 
I cannot read; the character I'll take with wax; 
Our captain hath in every figure {kill ; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days: 
Before proud Athens he's Tot don by this, 
Whoſe fall the mark of his ambition is. [ Exit. 
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SCENE NY 


Before the Walls of Athens, * 
Trumpets found, Euter Alcibiades, with his Powers. 


Alc. Sound to this coward and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach. | 
7 ound a parley. The Senators 1 7 upon the walls, 
Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
2 all licentious meaſure, making your wills 
1 e ſcope of juſtice; till now, myſell, and ſuch 
sſlept within the ſhadow 
ny our gay” Foe: and hagarh's 


Have. 

Our ſufferance-vaiſily :/ Now: the time is Auſh,,* 
When crouchin gamarrgy, in the hebe, 1 
Cries of itſelf, No more t. now breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in youf great chairs of 3 ; 
And purſy inſolence ſhall „ np 

With fear, and horrid flight,” 


1 Sex. Noble and young, 
When thy firſt griefs were bat 2 mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear, 
We ſent to thee; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitudes with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble meſſage, and by promis'd means; 
| We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 

The common ſtroke of war. 

1 Sen. Theſe walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs; nor are they ſuch, 
That theſe A was towers, trophies, and ſchools mould 


For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living. 
Who are the motives that you firſt went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in exceſs 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 
Into our city with thy banners ſpread : 

Vol. VII. 


Spare thy 


Than hew with thy word. 
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By decimation at tithed death, 
(If thy rggenges hunger for that food, 
Which nature loaths) take thou the deſtinꝰd tenth ; 
And by. the hazard of the . die, 
Let die the ſpotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; ti 
For thoſe that were, it-is nogaſquare, to take, 
On thoſe that are, revenges: crimes, like ſs 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 


Bring in thy yr but — 
Which, Ms 2 of | * | 


WA © by ye offence 


Appro: ande Ae infected 
But kill not 7 3 — l 
2 Sen. Wille 


wi 12 faule. | 


1 Sen. Set but thy it 


| Againſt opr rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope; 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, a 


To ſay, thou'lt enter 5 1 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove, 
Or any token of thine honour elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confuſion, all thy powers ; 
Shall make their harbour in our town, 'till we 
Have ſeal'd thy full defire. 

Alc. Then there's my glove; 
Deſcend, and open your uncharged ports: 
Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you yourſelves ſhall fet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more: and,—to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning,—not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream _ - 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds, 
But ſhall be remedy'd by your public laws 
At heavieſt anſwer, 

Both. Tis moſt nobly ſpoken. 

Ale. Deſcend, and keep your words 


= 
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Enter a Soldier. | 
Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead; 

Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the ſea: 
And, on his grave-ſtone, this inſculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whoſe ſoft impreſſion 
Interpreteth for my poor 1gnorance. 

; [ Alcibiader reads the epitapb.] 

Here lies a wretched corſe, of wretched foul bereft : 
Seek not my name: A plague conſume you wicked caitiffs left ! 
Here lie 7 Timon; who alive all living men did hate : 

Paſs by, and curſe thy | fill but paſs, and ſtay not here 
i ;.- 0p 2008. * _— 
Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits : 
Though thou abhor'dſt in us our human griefs, 
Scorn'dft our brain's flow, and thoſe our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep'for aye 
On thy low grave.—On :—Paults forgiven, —Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whoſe memory 
Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city, 
And I will uſe the olive with my ſword : | 
Make war _ peace; make peace ſtint war; make 

eac 

Preſcribe to other, as each other's leach.— 
Let our drums ſtrike, [ Exeunt. 


— .. 


NOTE. 
The play of Timon is a domeſtic tragedy, and therefore ſtrong] 
nt 


ns on the attention of the reader. plan there is not muc 
art, but the incidents are natural, and the characters various and 
exact. The cataſtrophe affords a very powerful warning againſt that 
oſtentatious liberality, which ſcatters bounty, but confers no be- 
nefits, and buys flattery, but not friendſhip. 

In this tragedy, are many paſſages n obſcure, and 2 
bably corrupt, which 1 have endeavoured to rectify, or explain, 
with due diligence; but having only one e promiſe 
myſelf that my endeavours ſhall be much appla 

Jobnſon. 


THE END, 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


* — 


* 


Saturninus, Son to the late Em of Rome, and af - 
terwards declared Emperor himſelf, 

Baſtanus, Brother to Saturninus, in love with Lavinia. 

Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, General againſt the 
Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the Feogls, . and Bro- 
ther to Titus. | 

Marcus, \ | 

= ra | Sons to Titus Andronicus. 

Mutius, ; 

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 

Publias, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephew. to 

Titus Andronicus. 9 


* 


Sempronius, _ 

Alarbus, }. 

Chiron, Sons to Tamora. 
Demetrius, 8. 4 
Aaron, a Moor belov'd by Tamora.. 
Captain, from Titus's Camp. 
milius, a Meſſenger 

Goths and Romans. 

Clown. 


Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married. 
to Saturninus. 

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus.. 

Nurſe, with a Black- a- moor Child. 


Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, and other- 
Attendants. . 


Scene, Rome ; and the Country near it. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 
ACTS.  £@ENE-L1 


Before the. Capitol in Rome. 


Enter the Ni lunes and Senators —_ as in the Senate. 

Then enter Saturninus and his followers, at one dor: 
and Baſſianus and his followers at the- other ; with» 
drum and colours. 


Sar. OBLE patricians, patrons of my right, 
1 % Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms; 

And, countrymen, my. loving followers, 
Plead my ſucceſſive title with your {ſwords :: 
I am his firſt-born ſon, that. was the laſt 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome: 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Baſ. Romans, — friends, followers, favcurers of my. 

right. 

If ever 1 Cæſar's ſon, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this-paſſage to the Capitol; 
And ſuffer not diſhanour to approach 
The imperial ſeat, to virtue conſecrate, 
To juſtice, continence, and nobility; 
But let deſert in pure election ſhine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft, with the Crowns 

Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by factions, and by friends, 
Ambitiouſſy for rule and empery !' . 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand,, 
A ſpecial party, have, by common yoice,. 
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In election for the Roman . 
Choſen Andronicus, ſurnam'd Pius, | 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 
He by the ſenate is ae@ted home, 
From weary Wars againſt the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his ſon, a terror to out ſoes, 
Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are ſpent, fince firſt he undertook 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies” pride: Five times he hath returnꝰd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons. 
In coffins from the field. . 
And now at laſt, laden with honour's ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Reme, 
Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us intreat,By honour of his name, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and ſenate's right, | 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — = 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength ; 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuitors ſhould, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs, 
Sat. How fair thetribuneſpeakstocalm my thoughts! 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo I do affy _ 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity, © 
And ſo I love and honour thee; and thine; . 
Thy nobler brother 'Titus, and his ſons ; 
And her, ta whom our thoughts are humbled all, 
Eracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour; 
Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 
50 I. Exeunt Soldiers. 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my right,, 
= Tthank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; / 
And to the love and favour of my _— 
Commit myſelf, my perſon, and the cauſe; 
| Rome, be as juſt and gracious. unto me, 
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As I am confident and kind to thee.— 

Open the gates, and let me in. : 

Baſ. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor. 

[They go up into the Senate-honſe. 
SCENE 1. 
Enter a Captain. | | 

Capt. Romans, make way; The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Reme's beſt champion, : 
Succeſsful in the battles that he fights, | 
With honour and with fortune is return'd, 

From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 

And brought to yoke, the encmies of Rome, 

Souna drums and trumpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus ; after them, two men bearing a coffin covered 
with black ; then Quintus and Lucius, Aﬀter them, 
Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the queen of the 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius, with Aaron 
the Moor, priſoners ; Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
T hey & down the coffin, and Titus ſpeaks. _ 

Tit. Hail! Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds! 
Lo, as the bark, that hath diſcharg'd her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd ber anchorage, 

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

To re- ſalute his country with his tears; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.— 

Thou great defender of this Capital, | 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !— 

Romans, of five-aud-twenty valiant ſons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had, 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 

Theſe, that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 

Theſe, that I bring unto their lateſt home, 

With burial among their anceſtors: 

Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword. 

Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 

Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons, unbury'd yet, 

To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx ?— 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[They apen the tomb... 
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There greet in ſilence, as the dead were wont, 
And ſleep in peace, ſlain in your country's wars! 


O ſacred receptacle of my Jene | 


Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 


How many ſons of Mine haſt thou in ſtore, 

That thou wilt never render to me more? | 
Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 

Ad manes fratrum ſat rifice his fleſh, © . 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones; 
That fo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with'prodigies on earth. 

it. I give him you; the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The eldeſt ſon of this diftrefſed queen. | 
Tum. Stay, Roman brethren, —Gracious conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, 
A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon : 
And, if thy 5 ever dear to thee, 


O, think my ſon to pe as dear to me. | 

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 

To beautify thy triumphs, return, 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke? 

But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the ſtreets, 

For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ! 

O] if to fight for king and common weal 

Were piety in thine, it is in theſe ; | 

Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood; 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Draw near them then in being * 1 | 

Sweet mercy'is nobility's true badge 

'Thrice-noble Titus, 7 my firſt-born ſon. _ 
Tit. Patient yourſelf, madam, and pardon me. 

Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 

Alive, and dead; and for their brethren ſlain, 

Religiouſly they aſk a ſacriſice: 

To this your ſon is mark'd': and die he muſt, 

To appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away With him! and make a fire ſtraight; 


And with our ſwords, upon a'pile of wood, 1 
Let's hew his limbs, 14 they be clean conſum' d. 


Exe. Mutius, Marcus, Quintus, and Lucius, with Alarbus. 


ly 


'Then, madam, 
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Chi. Was ever Scythia | ſo 8 ? 
Dem. Oppoſe not Scythia to 
Alarbus goes to reſt ; and we 
To tremble under Titus? threat 
The felf-f; . 


= - 
Uſon be e en 


Tan cruel, irreligious | | l 
N 


May favour A, t 
(When e e en 
To quit the b wron n he 

Enter M Mees ui uintus, and Lucius. 


Luc. See, lard 0 0 father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus limbs are lopp'd, 
And entrails feed the ſacrificing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the ky. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 5 
And with loud *larums welcome them to Rome, 

Tit. Let it be ſo; and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewel to their ſouls. 

[ Then found trumpets, and lay the coffins i in the tomb, 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ; 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps ! 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy fwells, 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here no ſtorm, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and eternal fleep : 
Enter Lavinia. 

In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ! 

* In peace and honour live lord Titus long; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame 
Lol at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obſequies; 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on tue earth, for thy return to Rome: 

O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 
The cordial of mine age, to glad my heart! 
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Lavinia, live; out- live thy father's days, 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praiſe ! 
Mar. Long live loyd Titus, my beloved brother, 
Graciqus triumpher e eyes of Rome 
Zit. Thanks, gent tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar. And welcomggnetthews, frog ſucceſsful wars, 
You that ſurvive, yo f fame. 
Fair lords, your fort Are kke in all, 


. 
That in your country's fee drew your ſwords: * 


* 
5 
w 


But ſafer triumph ig chis po 4+ 
That hath aſpi d to Solon's happin | 


And triumphs Ger chance, i honotitf#hed.— 

Titus Andronicus, the peo} "Rome, 

Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 

| Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truſt, 
This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed emperor's ſons ; 
Be candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to ſet a head on headleſs Rome. 

| Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 

| Than his, that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs: 

| What! ſhould I don this robe and trouble you ? 


if Be choſe with proclamations to-day ; 4 
N 'To-morrow yield up rule, reſign my life, 
| And ſet abroad new buſineſs for you all? F 
| Rome, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 8 1 
| And led my country's ſtrength ſucceſsfully ; A 
| And buried one and twenty valiant fons, 
| Knighted in field, ſlain manfully in arms, 
In right and ſervice of their noble country: 4 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 1. 
But not a ſceptre to control the world: | * 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. Ar 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and aſk the empery. Ly 
Fat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canſt thou tell ?-— 5 


T'it, Patience, prince Saturninus,— 

Sat. Romans, done right; R 
Patricians, draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor :— 
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Andronicus, would were ſhipt to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the peoples hearts. 
Luc. Proud — interrupter of the good 
That noble- minded Titus means to thee 
Tit. Content thee, prince; ill reſtore to thee 
TIEN pope: hearts, and wean them from themſelves. 
ndronicus, I do not flatter thee, 


tete thee, and will do 80 I die ; 


K otthils be: ee | 
e Is N e meed / 
* — — exe 
1 ur bie 
you beſtow lem Ly bs 7 
15 To 8724 thy 4 - 1 * 
d gratulate his fe N * 


The people will 
Tit. Feibases, 1 ch. I thank hs 
That you create your empero deſt ſon, - 
Lord Saturnine; whaſe virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice i in this common-weal : 
Then if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and ſay ,— Lang live our emperog ! 
Mar. With voices and applauſe of every ſort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And ſay,—Long live our emperor Saturnine l 
A long flouriſb til they came down, 
Sat. Titus EY ? 


or ty Favours done I 
To us in our election this 1 

I give thee t1anks in part o thy deſerts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs ; 

And, for an oaſet, Titus, to advance 

Thy name, and; honourable family, 43.7 
Lavinia will I make my empreſs, | 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 

And in the ſacred Pantheon her ef poule ; 


Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee A 


Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 


Vol. VII. H * 


„ r Es 
nd this Tot I make, | 
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T hold Moti hi * honour'd of your grace: 
And here, inſight of Rome, to Saturnine,— 
King ind commander. of our common-weal, 
The wide world's emperor,—-Jo I conſecrate, 
My ſword, my chariatz and my priſoners ; 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord: 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour? — 8 2 
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| | + 
| | it of theſe 5 
| — —— hn | 


Wy truſt me; 1 . 

Were | to chooſe anew. — . 

Clear up, fair queen, that clondy countenance : 

Though chance of war hath . this change of 

cheer 1 

Thou com'ſt not to de tle a ſeorn in Rome : 

Princely ſlmll be thy uſage every way. er”. 

Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 

| Daunt all your hopes: Madam, he comforts you, 

| Can make you 7 —— than che queen of Goths.— 

Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 

| Lav. Not I, my ron ſith true nobility 

1 Warrants theſe words in prineely courteſy. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia.—-Romans, let us go; 

Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free: 

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trum and drum. 
Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

: Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit. How, fir? Are you in earneſt t then, my lord ? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſolv'd withal, 

- To de myſelf this reaſon and this right. 

[ The Emperor courts Tamort in dumb ſbe vu. 

Mar. Suum cuigue is our — joſtice: i 
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This prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live. 


Tit. Traitors, avaunt | e is the emperor” s 


guard 
Treaſon, my lord; Lavinia is s ſurpiz'd. 
Sat. Surpriz'd ! by whom? 
Baſ. By him that juſtly may 
Bear his betroth'd — all the world away. 


[Exit Baſſianus with Laviaia> . 


Mut. Brothers, helpto convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword I'll keep this door ſafſe. 
Ts. Follow, my lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord you paſs not here. 
Tit. What! villain boy, 
Barr'ſt me my way in Rome? 
Aut. Help, Lucius, help ! 
Luc. — ford, you are ju and. more. than ſo; 
In wro nga 1 uarrel you have flain your ſon. 
Tit. ou, nor he, are any ſons of mine; 
My ſons would never ſo diſhonour me: 
Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife, 
That 1s another's lawful promis'd love. 
Sat. No, Titus, no; the I needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of 
I'M truſt, by leiſure, him that _ me once 7 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous baughty ſons, 
Confederates all thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a ſtale of, 
Bur Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 
e theſe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
Thar ſaid'ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monſtrous ! what reproachful words are theſe? 
Sat, But go thy ways; go, give that changing 


To him wg Aouriſh'd for her with his ſword : 
A yaliant-ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enj 3 ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs 40 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome, 
Tit. Theſe words are razozs to my wounded heart, 


[Tit kill; Mutius., 
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Your noble emperor, and his loyely brig 1 
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Sat. And therefore, lovely . 227 of 
— Goths. 


That like the ſtately Phoebe *'mong her nymphs, 


Doſt over-ſhine the allant'ſ dames of Rome,— 
If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Behold, I chooſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empreſs of Rome. 


Speak, queen of Goths, doft thou applaud 18 choice? | 


And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, — 
Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every wing. 


In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands, — 


I will not re-ſalute the ftreets of Rome, © 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this 4 
lead eſpous'd my bride alon "g with me. 
Zam. And here, in fight o 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his defires, © - | 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth.” | 
Sat. Aſcend, fair denn, eie, Lords, ac· 


com N 


Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered : 
N ſhall we conſummate our un rites. 


Mauer Titus . 

Tir. I am not bid to wait upon this bride; 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Piſhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ?. 

Enter Harcus Andronicus „Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus. 

Mar. O, Titus, ſee; O fee, what thou haſt done! 4 


In a bad quarrel ſlain a virtuous fon, 


Tit. No, fooliſh tribune, no; no fon of mine. 
Nor thou, nor theſe, canfederates in the deed 
That hath diſhonour'd all our fſamilß/ 
Unwohy brother, and unworthy ſons! _ 

Luc. But let us give him burial, às becomes; 
Give Mutius burial With our brethtren. | 

Tit, Traitors, away! he refts not in this tomb. 


eaven to Rome I (wear, | 


[Exeunt. 


ww BYFMdI,n.5. 5 we 
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This monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re- edified; 
Here none but ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors, 
Repoſe in fame; none baſely flain in brawls ;— 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here.. 
Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you: 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him: 
He muſt be buried with his brethren. 
' | 80 [Titus* ſons ſpeak. 
Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Dt. And ſhall? What villain was it ſpoke that 
word.? | [Titus' ſon ſpeaks. 
Quin. He that would vouch 't in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpight? 
Mar. No, noble Titus ; but intreat of thee 
l Mutius, and to bury him. 
it. 
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Marcus, even thou haft ſtruck upon my creft, 


And, with theſe boys, mine honour thou haſt wounded. 

My foes I do repute yowevery, one; | 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. | 
Luc. He is not with. himſelf; let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not I, till Mutzus? bones be buried. 

L; [7'he brother and the ſons kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. 
Zit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. 
Luc. Dear father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all,— 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 

His noble nephew here in virtue's neſt, 

That died in honour and Lavinia's cauſe. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bur) Ajax 

That flew himſelf; and.wiſe Laertes* fon 

Did graciouſly plead for his funerals : 

Let not young Mutias then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr'd his entrance. here. 
7it. Riſe, Marcus, riſe: £ 

The diſmal: it day is this, that e'er I ſaw, 

To be diſhonour d by my H in Rome !— 

4 | 


enowned Titus, more than half my ſoul, —- 
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But if we live, webe as we e with you. 
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Well, bury him, and bu the next. 
1 8 12 put him in he tomb. 
| 0 There lie thy bones, ſweet Mutius, with tliy 
friends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn 12 if 
47 all kneel and Jay 5 , 
No man ſhed teaty for noble EY ; | 
He lives in fame, that-dy*d in virtue's cauſe. 
Mar. My lord,—to ſte 77 out of theſe dreary dumps. — 
btle queen of Goths 
Is of a ſudden thus ad vanc'd in Rome? 7 
Zit. I know not, Marcus; but I know, it is; 
If by device or no, the heavens can tell: 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the man | 
Tbat brought her for this high good turn fo fr ? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. £2 
Flouriſh: Re-enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and 
Demetrius, "with Aaron the Moor, at one door At 
the other daor, Paffianus, aud Lavinia, with . 
Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have play'd your | 
God give you Joy, fir, of your gallant bride 
Bo/. And you of yours, my lord ? ſay no more, 
Nor wih no ſefs; and fo I take my leave. 
Sar. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have , 
1 and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 
Baf. Rape, call you it, my lord, to ſeize my 


own 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife ? > 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; £308 


Mean while l am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Sat. ?Tis good, fir: You are very 3 with us; 


Beſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 
Anſwer 1 muſt, and ſhall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know. 
By all the duties Which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd ; 3 


That, in the reſcue of Lavinia, | $55, 


With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt . 


In zeal to you, and rightly moy'd to wrath 
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To be controul'd in that he frankly gave: 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine : 
That hath expreſs'd himſelf, in all his deeds, 

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianus; leave to plead my deeds ; | 
Tis thou, and ways! that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, - 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine 

Tam, My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 

Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently for all; 
And at my ſuit, ſweet, pardon what is 

Sat. What, madam ! be diſhonour'd openly, . N 
And baſely put it up without revenge? 

Tam. Not ſo, my lord; The gods of Rome forefend, 
1 ſhould be author to diſhonour you "ey 
But, on mine honour, dare! undertake 
For good lord Titus“ innocence in all” 

Whole fury, not diſſembled, ſpeaks rel, 
Then, at my ſuit, look graciouſly on ns 

Loſe not ſo noble a friend on 'vaih ſuppoſe 

Nor with ſour looks afflict his gentle rt — 

My lord, be ruFd by me; be won at laſt, 
Difſemble all your griefs and difſcontents : + 
You are but newly planted in your throne; | 
Leſt then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a juſt ſurvey, take Titus _ 

And ſo ſupplant us for in e, 

(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous ſin) 


Yield at intreats, and then let me alone: þ Alde. 


1'l1 find a day to maſſacre them all, 
And raze their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traiterous ſons, 


To whom I ſued for my dear ſon's life ; E445 | 


And make them know, what *tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the ſtreets, d deg for grace in 

vain.— 9 
Come, come, ſweet empetor, come, aden 
Take up this good old man, and chear the heart 
That dies ia tem you of thy angry frown, | 
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Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe ; my empreſs hath prevail'd. 
Tit, I thank your majeſty, and her, my lord. 
Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſe new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, | 
And muſt adviſe the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;— 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you.— 
For you, prince Baſſianus, I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable.— 
And fear not, lords,—and you, Lavinia; 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall ai& pardon of his majeſty. | 


Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his highneſs,. \ 


That what we did, was mildly as we might, 
Tend'ring our ſiſter's honour, and our own. 
Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. — 


Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet emperor, we muſt all be friends, 


The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
do remit theſe young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. | | 
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend; and ſure as death I ſwore; 
I would not part a batchelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feaſt two brides, 
You are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends. 
This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. | 

Tit. 'To-morrew, an it pleaſe your majeſty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, "PP 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace Bonjour 

Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too. 

| Exeunti 


W 
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ACT H. S CEN 
Bahre the Palace. 
18 | Emer Aaron alone. 
Aar. Net climbeth Tamora Olymphus' top, 
Safe out cf fortune's ſhot; and fits aloft, 
Secure of thunder's crack, on lightning flaſh ; 
Advanc'd above pale ee e 10g reach. 
As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiack in his gliſtering coach, 
And over-looks the higheſt-peering hills: 
80 Tamora.— 805 eas 2 $376 
Upon her wit doth earthly kogour 8 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. . 
Then, Aaron; arm thy heart, and fit thy thonghts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, = a 
And mount her piteh; whom thou in triasipf long 
| Hath prupngy bells Ferrer d 3 china: 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes 
Than is Prometheus ty'd r 6 1 * 
Away with ſlaviſh weeds, and idle chought s 
1 will be bright, and ſhine in peas] and gold, 4 
To wait upon this new-made empreſs, ... —+ 
To wait, ſaid I ? to wanton wich this queen, 
This goddeſs, this Semiramis this queen, 
This ct that will charm. Rome's Saturnine, 
And fee his ſhipwreck, and his common-weal's, 
Holla! what ftorm is this? 
Enter Chiron, and Demetrius, braving. | 
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wantsedge, 
And manners, to intrude where l am grac'd ; 
And may, for aught thou know'ft, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all; ll 
And ſo in this, to bear me down with braves. 2 "i 
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*Tis not the difference of a year, or two, 
Makes me leſs gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit; as thou, "©, 
To ſerve, and to deſerve my mi ſtreſs grace; 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſions for Lavinia's love 

Aar. Clubs, clubs |-—Theſe lovery will, not keep 

5 the peace: 

Dem. Why, boy, although your 33 nas ia. 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your ſide, 

Are you ſo deſperate P to threat your fiends! * 
Go to; have ycur lath glufd within . ſheath, 
Till you know better —. to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, fir, with the little ſci}! I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave?” Neo draw.” 

Aar. Why, how nom. lords? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you ans, | 
And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly ? .-- 

Full well I wotthe ground of all chis gradge ; ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 
'The cauſe were known to them it mod concerns 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 

Be ſo diſhonour'd in the court of Rome. 

For ſhame, put up. 

_ Chi, Not I; till T have heath'd 
My rapier in 2 boſom, and, withal, 

Thruſt theſe reproachful ſpeeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in-my-diſhonour here. 

Dem. For that I am/prepar*d and full reſolv'd, — 
Foul-ſpoken coward? that thander*'ſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. 

Aar. Away, I ſay. 
Now, by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all. 
Why, lords, —and think you not how dangerous 
It is to put upon a prince's right? 

What, is Lavinia then become ſo looſe, 
Or Baſſianus ſo degenerate, 
That for her love ſuch quarrels may be broach'& 
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Without controulment, juſtice or revenge ? | 
Young lords, beware !—an-ſhould the wpreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the ic would not pleaſe, 
Chi. I care not, I, knew Ig And all the wor d; 
I love Laving thaigll rorld. 
Dem. Y outi 2 = make ſome meaner 


_— x . $ hope. 


Aar. Why gar e yawmad ? or 3 not, in Rome 
How farioug 2 nt they be 


And cannot k competitors in 10 
I tell you, M, you d but plot your deaths 
By this device. 
Chi. Aaron, a thouſand deaths would 1 propoſe, 
To achieve her I do love. 
Aar. To achieve her How? 
Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it ſo ſtrange? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won: 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and eaſy it is 
Of a cut loaf to ſteal a hive, we know: 
Though Baſſianus be the emperor's brother, 
e than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 
Ay, and as as Saturninus may. [ Aſidi. 
Do hen why in d he e that knows to 
court it 
With words, fair wok: and liberality ? 
What, ' haſt thou not full often ſtruck a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's noſe ? 
Aar. Why then, it ſeems, ſome certain * or ſo 
Would ſerve y our turns. 
Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerv'd. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too; 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado; 
bone hark ye, hark ye, And are you ſuch fools, 
uare for this? Would it offend you then 
Tha th ſhould ſpeed ? | 
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'Cbs Faith, not me. Firn 
Dem, Nor me, ſo were one. 


Naas; and join forthaty ou jar. 


Tis policy and traf wult do 


That you affect; nd ſc 
That what you C2 wee. * 


You muſt perforce , * 
Take this me * 1 1 


"vob 
Than th; 1 — 
A cotta = "ITEM 155 
Muſt we pu and I hav ound tha 2 


My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in * 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troo 2 
he foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious; 

And many unfrequentsd plots there are, 


ve; 
. 


. 


Fitted by kind for rape and villain ß: 
And 0 you thither then this dainty doe. 
nd irike her home by foree, if not by words; 


his way, G ſtand you in hope. 
cog come, our empreſs, with her ſacred Wit, 

O villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 

We will acquaint with all that we intend ; _ 


And ſhe ſhall file OY with advice, 


That will not ſuſfer you to-ſquare yourſelves, 

But to your wiſhes" height advance vou 

The emperor's court is Hike the houſe of fame, 

The palace full of t 8 eyes, of ears: 

The woods are ruthle " dreadful, deaf and dull; 

There ſpeak, and rikce, brave boys, and take your 
turns: ; ; 


There ſerve your luſt, ſhadow?'d from heaven's eye, 


And revel in Lavinia's:treaſury 


Chi. Thy counſel, lad, ſells of no cowardice. 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat, a charm to une. N 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. Nr 
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8. CEN E ak * 
| Changes to a Pere. 1 
Enter Titus PEN and his three Sons evith "TOP 
4d horns; and Marcus. F* 


- Tit. The bang i is up, the "morn is bright and Fer, 
The fields are fragrant, aud the woods are green: 
2 here, and let us make a — TIES. : 
An | 


To 80 er 
I have been unde — I 
But Wins day „3 | 
Her of bounds, and 
enter $, aturninus, Tumora, 
9 Demetrius, and theirs 
Tit. Many good morrows to'yo 
Madam, to you as many and as 2 — 
I promiſed your a hunter 's | * 
Sat. And you have rung it luſtity, m ien, 
Somewhat too early for new married ladies. * 
Baſ. Lavinia, hove fag you? n 
Lav. I ſay, naz-1 457% rn 
I have been Boge eee 1 — . 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us 2 
And to our h m-, 3 ſhall fee 
Our Roman hunting. ' [0 Tamora. 
Mar. I have dogs, ene | 
Will rouſe the proudeſt panther inthe chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt promontory top. 
Tit. And I have horſe will follow where . nite 
Makes way, and run' like ſwallows o'er the plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor hound, 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. 
Lean, 
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WW SCENE III. 
KK A Deſert Part of the Foreſt. 
| nter Aaron alone. 


Aar. He, that had wit, would think, that I had none, 
To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him, that thinks of me ſo abjectly, 
Know, that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem; ; 
Which, cumming effected, will hey, 


| Wi Ai fad, 
W the 1 . br 
green R er with the cooling wind, 
And make a c r'd ſhadow on the ground: 
made, Aaron, let us ſit, 


Under their ſw: 
And—whilſt the babling echo mocks the hounds, 
| Replyipg ſhrilly to the well. tun'd horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 
Tet us fit down and mark their yelling noiſe: 
And—after conflict, ſuch as was ſoppos g 

The wand'ring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 

When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz'd, 

And curtain'd with a counſel. ceping cave, 

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 

Our paſtimes done, poſſeſs a golden ſlumber ; 
Whilſt hounds, and horns, and ſweet melodious buds, 
Be unto us, as is the nurſe's ſong. 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your defies, 
Saturn 1s dominator over mine: | 
What ſignifies my deadly-ſtanding eye, | 
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy ? 

My fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an adder, when ſhe doth nero] 
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To do ſome fatal execution? 
No, madam, theſe are no venereal figns; 
Vengeance'is in'my-heart, death in my hand, 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora,—the empreſs of my ſoul, 
Which never hopes Tore heaven than reſts in theF, 
This is the day of doom for Baſſiangs : 
His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to-day; 
Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Bafhanus? blood. 
Seeſt thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this fatal plotted ſcroll :* © 
Now queſtion me no 2 bee eſpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our h ] booty, 
Which drs vl their lives genres. 
Tam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than life 
Aar. No more, great empreſs, Baſfianus comes: 
Be croſs with him; and I'll go fetch thy ſons 
To back thy quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. [ Exit, 
ot Enter Baſſianus, and Lavinia. 
Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's royal empreſs, 
Unfurniſh'd of her well-b:ſeeming troop ? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To ſee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 
Tam. Saucy controller of our private ſteps ! 
Had I the power that, ſome ſay, Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be planted Ui 
With horns, as was Acteon's; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! | 
Lav. Under your patience, gentle empreſs, 
'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments: ao AY 
Jove ſhield your huſband. from his hounds to-day ! 
'Tis pity they ſhould i him for a ſtag. 
Baſ. Believe me, queen, your ſwarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body*s hue, 
Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 
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Why are you ſequeſter'd from all your train? 
Diſmgunted from your ſnow-whate goodly ſteed, 
And wander'd hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul deſire had not conducted you? 
Lav. And, being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 
For ſaucineſs. I pray you let us hence, 
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love; 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well. 
Baſ. The king, my brother, ſhall have note of this. 
Lav. Ay, for theſe flips have made him noted long: 
Good king! tobe-ſo mightily abus d! 
Zam. Why have I patience toendure all this? 
| Enter Chiren, and Demetrius. . 
Dem, How now, dear ſovere 
+... 7 mothess. wh 1; 5. JIE 
Why does your highneſs look ſo pale and wan? 
Zam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 
Theſe two have tied me hither to this place, 
A barren and detefted vale, you ſee, it is: 
The trees, though ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moſs, and baleful' miſletoe, 
Here never ſhines the ſun z here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
'They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 
As any mortal body, hearing it, | 
Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, mY 
But ſtraight they told me, they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a diſmal yew; EL 
And leave me to this miſerable death. 
And then the; call'd me, fouladultieſs, 
Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 


ign, and our gracious 


W-FIVE 


". x _* 


4 II. TITUS ANDRONICUS.' 101 


This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children. 
Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. 
| Stab, Baſranus. 
Chi. And this for me, ſtruck home to ſhew my 
ſtrengtg. [ Stabbing him likewiſe. 
Lav. Ay COme, Semiramis, —nay, barbarous Ta- 
mora ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! | „ 
Tam. Give me thy poinard; you ſhall know, my boys, Wi 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 16 
Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; I! 
Firſt, threſh the corn, then after burn the ſtraw: 1 
This minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, ö 
li 
| 
j 
l 


Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your mightineſs: 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi. And if ſhe do, I:would I were an eunuch.. + | 
Drag hence her huſband t ſome ſecret hole, It 
* make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. 

Tam. But when you have the honey you deſire, ; 
Let not this waſp out- live, us both to ſting. | 

Chi. 1 2 you, madam; we will make that 

ure,— 
Come, miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preſerved.honeſty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora! thou bear'ſt a woman's face. 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, intreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Liſten, fair madam: Let it be your glory, i 
To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, | 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. | | | 

Lav. When did thetyger's young ones teach the dam? 
O, do not teach her wrath ; ſhe taught it thee : | 
The milk, thou ſuck'd from her, did turn to marble; 14 
Even at the teat thou hadſt thy. tyranny.,— | | 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike ; |! 
Do thou entreather 225 woman pity, [Te Chiron. | 

' z 
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Chi. What! vould'ſt thou have me prove myſelf a 
WT Ut baſtard 2? + err 7 
Ja. Tis true the raven doth not hatch a lark: 
Yet have I heard, (O could I findat now!) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely-paws par'd all away. 
Some ſay, that ravens foſter-forlorn children, 
The whilit their own birds famiſh- iu their neſts: 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful 
Tam. I know not what it means; away with her. 

Lav. O, let me teach thee ; for my father's ſake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have lain 
4 | thee, 1 2 ; . 

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne er offended me, 
Even for his ſake am I how 33 — — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 

To ſave your brother from the ſacrifice; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent: 
Therefore away with her, uſe her as you will; 
The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 
| Lav: O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place: 
For *tis not life, that I have begg'd ſo long; 
Poor 1 was flainz when Baſſianus dy c. 
Zam. What begg'ſt thou then? fond woman, let 

Lav. Tis — death I beg; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 

O, keep me from their worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body: 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Zam. So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee: 
No, let them fatisfy their luſt on thee. 

Dem. Away: for thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 

Lav. No grace? no womanhood ? Ah beaſtly crea- 

ture! . 


The blot and enemy to our general name 
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Confufton fall Few 
Chi. Nay, then Pl das your mouth ,—Bring thou 
her huſband ; . [Dragging off Lavinia. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 
[Exeunt. 
Tam. 3 my ſons: ſee, that you make her 
ures. * 


Ne'er let my heart — merry cheer indeed, 

'Till all the Andronici be made away. 

Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 

And let 2 ſ Duni ſons this trull deflow' r. [ Exit. 


ee” po nr”: 
2 Aaron, "with Quintus and, Marcus. 


Aar. Come on, my lords z the better foot before: 
Straight will — you to the.loathſome pit, 
Wherel eſpied the panther faſt a 
_ Ouvin, My fight is very dull, + whate' er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, promiſe you; wer't not for ſhame, 
Well could en * to ſleep a while. 
$4 \[ Marcus falls into the pit. 
Quin, What, art thou. fallen / What ſubtle hole is 
this, 
. Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rado-growing briars; ® 
Upon whoſe leaves are drops of ne ſhed blood, 
As freſh as morning's dew diſtill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it ſeems to me. 
Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall ? 
Mar. O brother, with the diſmalleſt object 
That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [ Afide.) Now will 1 fetch the king to find 
them here 
That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, | 
How theſe weredhey, that made away his brother, 
> [Exit Aaron. 
Mar. Why doit natcomfort me, and help me out 
From this — and blood - ſtained hole ? 
Quin. Lam ſurprized with an uncouth fear : 
A chilling ſweat o'er-runs m trembling joints; 


Mine heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſee. 
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Mar. To prove thou haſt a true-divinio 
Aaron and thou look down anto this den, 
AndTee a fearful ſight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; aud my. compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe; 

O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till noc 
Was I achild, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baſſianus hesembrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a flaughter'd lamb; 

In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know tis lie? 

Mar. Upon his bloody ſinger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 

Which, like a tape in ſome monument, 
Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthly checks, 
And ſhews the ragged entrails of this pit? | 
So pale did ſhine. the moon on Py ramus, | 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand,. 
If fear hat}; made thee faint, as me it hath, x 
Oat of this fell devouring receptacle: 
As hatefal as Cocytus* miſty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, chat I may help thee out; 
Or, wantin ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
I may be — fato the ſwallowing womb. 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſianus' grave. 
I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. And I no ſtrength toclimb without ar help. 

Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loſe again, 
Till thou art here aloſt, or I below | 
Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [ Falls in. 

Enter the Emperor, and Aaron. © 
Sat. Along with me: — [ll ſee what hole is here, 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it.— 
Say, who art thou, that lately didſt deſcend 
Into this Fake hollow of the earth? 5 

Mar. The unhappy ſon of old Andronicus; 

Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, | ; 


To find thy brother Baſſianus dead. Ho 
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Sat. My brother dead? I know, thou doſt but jeſt : 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north ſide of this pleaſant chaſe; 
'T'is not an hour ſince 1 left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, IA. 


But, out alas! here have we found him dea. " 
Enter T amora, with Attendants ; Andronicus, and Lucius. 1 
Tam. Where is my lord, the king? 1 


Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing ik 
Tam. Where is th Brother Baſſianus ? 
Sat. Now'tothe bottom doſt thou ſearch my wound; 
Poor Baſſianus here lies murdered, .. © 
Zam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs tragedy : ' = ah 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyranny, 
[ She giveth Saturninus a letter, 
| Saturninus reads the letter. 
An if we miſs to meet him handſomely, — 
« Sweet huntſman—Baſſianus tis, we mean,— 
* Do thou ſo mueh as dig the grave for him; 
Thou know'ft our meaning: Look for thy reward 
„Among the nettles at the elder tree, a 
© Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit, 
« Where we decreed to bury Baſſianus. 
„Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends,” 
O Tamora ! 'was ever heard the like ? | 
This is the pit, and this the elder tree: 
Look, firs, if you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murder'd Baſſianus here. 1h 
Aar. My gracious lord, here is, the bag of gold. | 
15 Ar 5 hewing it. | 
Sat, Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind , | 
Have here bereft my brother of his life ;— [25 Titus, ay 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the priſon; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tam. What, are they in this pit? Owond'rous thing! | 
How eafily murder is diſcovered? oo | 
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Dt. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
beg this bent with tears not lightly ſhed, 

That this fell fault of mine accarfed ſons, 

Accurſed, if the fault be prov'd in tilem 

Sat. If itthe prov'd ! you fee it is apparent, — 
Who found this letter? 'Tamora, was it you? 

Zam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my lord: vet let me be their bail: 

For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſs' will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpicion wick Meir lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt het bail them: Tee, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body; ſome the murderer:: 
Let them not ſpeak à word, the guilt is plain; 

For, by my foul, werethere-worſe end than death, 
That end upon them ſhould'be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, I Wilk entreat the king; . 
Fear not thy ſons, they all do well enough. 

ie. Come, Lucius, come; ſtay not to talk with 

them. I [Exeunt Siverall. 
8. © E. NH EN V. 
Enter Demetrius and Chiron, doith Lavinia, ravi/h'd ; 
her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. 

Dem, So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo; 
And, if thy ſtumps Will let thee, play the ſcribe. 

Dem, See how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcrowl. 

Chi. Go home; call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands. 

Dem. She has nod tongue to call, nor hand to waſh ; 
And fo let's leave her to her filent walks, 

Chi. An twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang myſelf. 

Dem. If thou hadit hands to help thee knit the cord. 

4 Oo. [Exeant Demetrius and Chiron. 
| Enter Marcus to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who's this,--my niece,. that flies away ſo faſt ? 
Couſin, a word; Where is your huſband ? 


9 


If I do dream, u ould all my wealth would wake me! 


IE I do wake, ſome-planet ſtrike me down, 


O, that I knew thy heart; an 
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That I may ſlumber in eternal fleep !— _ * 


Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 
ve lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 


Of her two branches; weet ornaments, 
Whoſe circling ſhadow$ have ſeught to ſleepin; 
And might | 


As half t 
Alas, a 


not gain ſ g Ay gin "FRE 
=" 9 ot ſpeak to me? 
‚ n river blood, 
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A oli | ir'd with wind, 
rc-angtall Hen thy roſed lips, 
8 go with t y breath. 


mea „cut thy tongue 
du turn ſt away thy face for ſhame ! EN 


And, notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood. 
As from a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts, — 
Yet do thy cheeks look redas Titan's face, 
Bluſhing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ; ſhall I ſay, tis ſo? 

d Air the beaſt, 
That ] might rail at him to eaſe my mind ! 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopp'd, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 


Fair Philomela, ſhe big loſt her tongue, 


And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind: 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That better could have ſew'd than Philomel. 

O, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lily hands 
Tremble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute, ' 
And make the filken ſtrings delight to kiſs them; 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life. 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made; 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell aſleep 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come, let us-go, and make dy father blind ; 
For ſuch a ſight will blind a father's eye: 


One haur's ſtorm will drown the fragrant meads : 
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What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : 
O, could our mourning eaſe thy miſery! - |” [Ex. 


* V3 * : 1 bs S 


nter the Judges a 
Bound, pang on 1 flage to 
Titus going before, pleading. H 5 

Tit. EAR me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, 

r 

For pity of mine age, hole youth was ſpent 

In dangerous Wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept ; 

For all my blood in Rome's great qu:-rrel ſhed 7 

For all the froſty nights that I have watch'd ; 

And for theſe bitter tears,, which you now ſee 

Filling the aged Lars oth Cheeks : 

Be pitiful to my condemn ſons,” © 

Whoſe ſouls are not corru; te tis thought! 

For two and twenty ſons I never wapt, 

Becauſe they ay in e . 

Andronicus lieth down, and the Fudoes paſs by him. 

For 7 theſe, tribunes, 120 56 Porte 5 

My heart's deep langour, and my ſoul's fad tears. 

Let my tears ſtaunch the earth's dry appetite ; | 

My ſon's ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh. 

O earth: Iwill befriendtheemorewithrain, [ Exeun/; 

That ſhall diſtill from theſe twq ancient urns, 

Than youthful Aptil mall with all his flowers: 

In ſummer's drought, Ill drop upon thee ſtill; 

In winter with warm tears L' melt the mow, 

And keep eternal ſpring-time on thy face, 

So thou refuſe to drink my dear ſon's blood. I by 

Enter Lucius, with his ford dran. 
O reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men! 
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Unbind my ſons, reverſe the doom of death; 
And let me ſay, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 
Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrows to a ſtone, 
Tit, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead: 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you, 
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you ſpeak. | 
Tit. Why, tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 1 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark, We 
All bootleſs unto them, they would not pity me. 14 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones; 0 
Who, though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the tribunes, 1 
For that they will not intercept my tale: | | 
| 
| 


When I do weep, they humbly at my feet, 

Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribune like to theſe. 

A ſtone is ſoft as wax, tribunes more hard than ſtones ; 
A ſtone is filent, and offendeth not; 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn? © 

Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death : | 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd I 
My everlaſting doom of baniſhment. 

Tit. O happy man! they have befriended thee. 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of tygers ? 
Tygers muſt prey: and Rome affords no prey, | 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then, | 
From theſe devourers to be baniſhed ? ' | 

| 


Wl 


But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? | 

Enter Marcus and Lawinia. , - 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep; | 

Or, if not ſo, wy HIER heart to break ; om | | 

I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. Ill 
Zit. Will it conſume me? let me ſee it then. | 

Mar, This was thy daughter, | 
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Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Luc. Ah me! this object kills me! 
Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe, and look upon her ;— 
N my Lavinia, what accurſed hand 
HFath made thee handleſs in thy father's fight? 
What fool hath added water to the ſea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'ſt, 
And now, like Nilus, it diſdaineth bounds, — 
Give mea ſword, I'll chop off my hands too; 
For they have. fought for Rome, and all in vain; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life; 
In bootleſs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs uſe : 
Now, all the ſervice I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 
"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands; 
For hands, to do Rome ſervice, are but vain. 
Luc. Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch — eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow. cage; 
Where like a ſweet diene bird it ſung 
Sweet vary'd notes, enchanting every ear! l 
Luc. O, ſay thou for her, who hath done this deed? 
Mar. O, thus I found her, ſtray ing in the park, 
Seeking to hide herſelf; as doth the deer, 
That hath receiv!d ſome unrecuring wound. 
Tit. It was my deer; and he, that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I. ſtand. as one upon a rock, * 
Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, N 
Expecting ever when ſome envious ſurge 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched ſons are gone; 
Here ſtands my other ſon, a baniſh'd man; 
And here my brother, uns at my woes: 
But that, which gives my ſoul the greateſt ſpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul.— 


Fm 
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Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, A 
It would have madded me; What + Wb 
Now I behold thy lovely body ſo ? | 
Thou haſt no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 
Thy huſband he is dead ;' and, for his death, 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this: 
Look, Marcus! ah, ſon Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks ;' as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almoſt wither'd. 

Mar. Perchance, ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her 

* huſband? | 48 

Perchance, becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 

Tie. If they did kill her huſband, then be joyful, 
Becauſe the law hath talen revenge on them.— 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed ; 
Witneſs the ſorrow, that their ſiſter makes,— 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips; 
Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe. 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, fit round about ſome fountain; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are ſtain'd ; like meadows, yet not dry- 
With miry ſlime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain 'ſhall-we gaze ſo long, 
»Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 
Or ſhall we bite vur tongues, and in dumb ſhews 
Paſs the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What ſhall we do? Let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot ſome device of further miſery; 
To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 


Luc. Sweet father, ceaſe your tears; for, at your 


rief, 
See, how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patzence, dear niece :—good Titus, dry thine 


eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 


— 
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Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou poor man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will — thy checks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I underſtand her ſigns: 

Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeak, now ſhe would ſay 

That to her brother which I ſaid to thee ; 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 

Can do no ſervice on her ſorrow ful cheeks. 

O, what a ſympathy of woe is this 

As far from help as limbo is from bliſs. 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That if thou love thy ſons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyſelf, old Titus, 

Or.any one of you, chop off your hand, 

And ſend it to the king: he for the ſame, 

Will ſend thee hither both thy ſons alive; 

And that ſhall be the ranſom for their fault. 

Tit O, gracious emperor! O gentle Aaron! 

Did ever raven ſing fo like a lark, 

That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe ? 

With all my heart, Pl ſend the emperor my hand; 

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father; for that noble hand of thine, 
'That hath thrown down ſo many enemies, 

Shall not be ſent : my hand will ſerve the turn : 

My youth can better ſpare my blood than you ; 

And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 

And rear'd aloft the bloody battle axe, 5 

Writing deſtruction on the enemies” caſtle? 

O, none of both but are of high deſert: 

My hand hath been but idle; let it ſerve 

To ranſom my two nephews from their death; 

Then have I kept it to a worthy end. | 
Aar. Nay, come; agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 

For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand ſhall go. + 3g 
Luc. By heaven, it ſhall not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more; ſuch wither'd herbs as 
theſe * 
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Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And, for our father's ſake, and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhew a brother's love to thee. 
Tit. Agree between you; I will ſpare my hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe. 
Mar. But I will uſe the axe. | 
| Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'll deceive them both; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.. 
Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never, whilſt I live, deceive men ſo ;— 
But I'll deceive F agg in another ſort, | 
And that you'll ſay, ere half an hour paſs. [| Ade. 
N 5 cuts. off Tituss hand... 
Fnter Lucius and Marcus again. 
Zit. Now, ſtay your ftrife ; what. ſhall be, is diſs 
patch'd. 
Good Aaron, give his majeſty.my hand: 
'Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoaſand dangers ; bid him bury it; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an eaſy price; 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own. 
Aar. I go, Andronicus: and for thy hand, 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee.:— 
Their heads, I mean.—O, how this villainy {| 4/at.- 
Doth fat me with the very thoughg of it 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his ſoul black like his face. [ Exit... 
Tit. O hear! lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth :.. 
If any power pities wretched tears, TO 
To that I call,—What, wilt thou kneel with me?” 
126 Lavinia.” 
Do then, dear heart; for heaven ſhall hear ourprayers;. 
Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And ſtain the fun with fog, as ſometime clouds, _ 
kX 


x 
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And be my heart awever-burning hell! 
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When they do hag him in their —— boſoms. 

Mar. O! brother, ſpeak with poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep extremes. 

« Tit, Is not — — no bottom? 

Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 

Mar. But yet let reaſon govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes? 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-ſwoln face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil ? 
I am the fea; hark, how her ſighs do blow! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then muſt my ſea be moved with her fighs ; 


Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 


Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 


But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them. 


Then give me leave; for loſers will have leave 


Io eaſe their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues. 


Enter a Meſſenger, bringing in two heads and a hand. 
Meß. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd 

For that good hand, thou ſent'ſt the emperor. 

Here are the heads of thytwo'noble ſons; 

And here's thy hand, in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 

Thy griefs their ſports,” thy reſolution mock'd d: 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my father's death. ¶ Exit. 
Mar. Now let hes Ztna cool in Sicily 


Theſe miſeries are morethin may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But ſorrow floutedat is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life notſtrrink thereat ! | 
That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more intereſt but to breathe ! 

* Lavinia kiſſes him. 


Mar, Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſs, ; 


# ce © F WR 
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As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake, ©  *' © 
Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end? 
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die, Andronicus; 

Thou doſt not flumber: ſee, thy two ſons* heads; 

Thy warlike hand; thy mangled daughter here; 

Thy other baniſh'd ſon, with this dear fight 

Struck pale and bloodleſs ; and thy brother, I, 

Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb. 

Ah! now no more will I controul thy priefs : 

Rent off thy filver hair, the other hang 

Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this diſmal fight 

The cloſing up of your moſt wretched eyes ! 

Now is a time to ſtorm, why art thou fill ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha! 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh? it fits not with this hour. 
Tit. Why J have not another tear to ſhed : 


7 


Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 


And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way ſhall I find revenge's cave? 


For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me; 


And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 

'Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Come, let me ſee what taſk | have to do.— 

You heavy people, circle me about ; 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs. | 

The vow is made;,—Come, brother, take a head; 

And in this hand the other will I bear: | 

Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employed in theſe things; 

Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go er thee from my ſight; 

Thou art an exile, and thou muſt not ſtay : 

Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an army there ; | 

And, if you love me, as I think you do, | 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. | Exeurr, 

Prog if Manet Lutius, * © .. 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father; 

The woful'ſt man that ever liv'd in Rome! | 
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Farewell, Rome! till Lucius comes again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble ſiſtee r; 

O, would thou wert as thou tofore haſt been !. 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ;- 

And make proud Saturninus and his empreſs 

Beg at the gates, ike Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will 1 to the Goths, and raiſe a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [ Exit Lucius. 


| An Apartment in Titus's houſe. a 
A banquet. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young. 
Lucius, a bey. 


7it. So, ſo, now fit: and look, you eat no more 
Than will. preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us. 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes cf ours. | 
Marcus, unknit that ſorrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy neice and I, poor ereatures, want our hands, 
And cannot paſſionate our ten- fold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my b ; 
And when my heart, all mad with miſery,, 
Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thump it down,—. 
Thou map of woe, that thus doſt talk in ſigns! 
, LV Laviniae 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Ty canſt not eas it thus gs it * N 
ound it with ſighing, girl, kill it with groans; 

Or get {ome little kn och thy teeth, 
And juſt againſt thy heart make thou z hole; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that ſink, — 9 in, 
Drown the lamenting ſool in ſea- ſalt tears. | 

Mar. Fye, brother, fye! teach her not thus to lay. 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. x He 

Tit, Haw now! has ſorrow made thee doat already? Ar 
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Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but T. 1 
What violent hands can ſne lay on her life? 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands ;— 
To bid Eneas tell the tale twice oder, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O, handle not the theme, to talk of bands; 
Leſt we remember ſtill, that we have none.— 
Fye, fye, how franticly I ſquare my talk! 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands. 
Come, let's fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this ;— 
Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays ;— 
I can interpret all her martyr'd ſigns; 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her ſorrows, meſh'd upon her ceeks :— 
Speechleſs complainer, I will learn thy thought; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers: 
Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy Gps to heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a ſign, 
But I. of theſe, will wreſt an alphabet, 
And by ſtill practice, learn to know the meaning. 
Bey. Good grandſire, leave theſe bitter deep laments ; 
Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his grandfire's heavineſs. 
Tit, Peace, tender ſapling; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 


[Marcus ftrikes the diſb with a knife. 


What doſt thou ſtrike at Marcus, with thy knife! 
Mar. Atthat that I have kill'd, my lord; a fly. 
It. Out on thee, murderer! thon kill'ſt my heart; 

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 

A deed of death, done on the innocent, 

Becomes not Titus? brother; Get thee gone; 

I ſee, thou art not for my company 
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother? 

How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, 


And buz lamenting doings in the air? 


— — 
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Poor harmleſs ff! TEAS 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry; and thay haſt kill'd him. 
Mar. Pardon , fir ; it was a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the empreſs Moor; therefore I kill'd him. 
TO ODE ee 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou hait done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him; 
Flattering myſelf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me——. 
There's for thyſelf, and that's for Tamora- 
Ah, firrah !—yet I think we are not'brought fo low, 
But that, between us, we can kill a ff, 
That comes in likeneſs of a coal-blaek Moor. 
Mar. Alas, poor man! grief has ſo wrought on him? 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 
Tit. Come, take away.,—Lavima, go with me: 
I'll to thy cloſet ; ind go read with thee 
Sad ſtories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come, boy, and go with me; th fight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read, when mine $5.48 to dazzle. 
" | 9 | [Exeunt. 


* 
<> 


* 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Nm Iii. 
Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him; and 
the boy« flies from her, with his books under his arm. 
Enter Titus and Marcus, | 

Boy. [ [ ELP, grandfire, help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why :— 

Good uncle Marcus, ſee how {ſwift ſhe comes 

Alas! ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 


nia 
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Bey. Ay, when my father -was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. What means myniece Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius: - Some what doth ſhe mean: 

See, Lucius, fee, how much ſhe makes bf thee; 


cc 


.Somewhither would ſhe have thee go with her, 


Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 

Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tully's oratory. 2 

Canſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe. plies thee thus. 
Bey. My lord, IL know not, I, nor can I gueſs, 

Unleſs ſome fit of phrenzy do poſſeſs her: | 


For I have heard my grandfire {ay full oft, 


Extremity of griefs would make men mad; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad 3 ſorrow; That made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth; 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly; 
Cauſeleſs, perhaps: But pardon me, ſa ect aunt: 
And, madam, 7 my uncle Marcus go, 
1 will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
Mar. Lucius, I will. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia?-- Marcus, w hat means this ? 
Some book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee : 
Which is it, girl, of theſe? Open them, boy. 


But thou art deeper read, and better {ill'd ; 


Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. —— 
Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 
Mar. I think, ſhe means, that. there was more than 
one s | 


Confederate in the fat ;—Av, more there WAS 2 | 


Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them for revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what book is that ſhe toleth ſo? 
Boy. Grandſire, 'tzs Ovid's Metamorphoſis ; 

My mother gave it me. | 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the ret, 


_ TITUS ANDRONICUS. Ad IV, 
© Tit. Soft! ſoft, how buſily ſhe turns the leaves 
Help her : What would ſhe find ? Lavinia, ſhall I read? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 6 
And treats of Tereus treaſon, and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, ſee ; note how ſhe quotes the 

| leaves. N 

Tit. Lavinia, wer't thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet girl, 
Raviſh'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthleis, vaſt, and gloomy woods ? 
See, See | . "WT. 
Ay, ſuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 

O, had we never, never, hunted there) ®* - 
attern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, - 

By nature made for murders, and for rapes.  _ 

Mar. O, why ſhould nature build ſo foul a den, 
Unleſs the gods 9 in tragedies! s 

Tit. Co ns, {ſweet girl, for here are none but 

rie 23—— f 

What Roman lord it was durſt da the deed : 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, 
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece? bed? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet niece ;—brother, fit down by 


Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 


Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 
My lord, look here ;—look here, Lavinia: 
He writes his name with his ſtaff, and guides 
it with his feet and mouth, | | 
This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thou can'ſt, 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this ſhift |!—— 
Write thou, good niece ; and here diſplay at laſt, 
What God wall have diſcover'd for revenge : 
Heaven guide my pen to print thy ſorrows plain, 
'That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 
[She takes the laſf in ber mcuth, and guides it 
with ber flumps, and writes, * 


Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what ſhe hath writ? 


8 
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St Chiron—Demetrius, f 
ar. What, what!—the luſtful ſons of Tamora 
Performers of this hateful, bloody deed ? 2 
Tit. Magne Dominator Poli, | 


Tam lentus audis ſcelera ? tam lentus wides ? 
Mar, O, calm thee, gentle lord! although I know, 
There 15 enough Written upon this earth, 
To ſtir a mutiny in the miſdeſt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 


My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 


And kneel, ſweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope; 

And ſwear with me, —as with the woeful ferre, 

And father, of that chaſte diſhonour'd dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece' rape, — 

That we will proſecute by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon e traiterous Goths, 

And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach. 
Zit. Tis ſure enough, an you know how. 

But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware: 

The dam will wake; and, if ſhe wind you once, 


She's with the hon deeply ſtill in league, 


And lulls him while ſhe playeth on her back, - 
And, when he ſleeps, will ſhe do what the lift. 
You're a young huntſman, Marcus; let it alone; 
And, come, I Will go get a leaf of braſs, 
And with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 
And lay it by: the angry northern wind 
Will blow theſe ſands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, 
And where's your leſſon then ?—Boy, what ſay you? 
Bey. I ſay, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed- chamber ſhould not be ſafe 
For theſe bad bond-men to the yoke of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my boy, thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. _ 
Boy. And, uncle, ſo will I, an if I hiye. 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armoury ; 
IHacius, I'Il fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empreſs ſons 
Preſents, that I intend to ſend them both: 
Come, come; thou'lt do my meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Vol. VII. L 
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Bey. Ay, with my dagger in their boſom, grandſire. 
Tit. No, no, boy, not ſo; I'll teach thee another 
F courſe, ; 5 
Lavinia, come: Marcus, look to my houſe ; 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court; 
Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we'll be waited on. 
| [ Exeunt. 
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compaſſionate him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecſtacy: | 
That hath niore ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 
Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd ſhield : 
But yet fo juſt, that he will not revenge: 
Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus! Exit. 


SC EN E II. 
Changes to the Palace. | 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one door : and 
at another door, young Lucius and another, .wwith a 
bundle of weapons, and verſes writ upon them. 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the ſon of Lucius; 

He hath ſome meſſage to deliver to us. | 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad grandfather. 
Boy. My lords with all the humbleneſs I may, 

I greet your honours from Andronicus ;— 4 

And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. [de. 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: What's the news? 
Bey. That you are both decypher'd, that's the news, 

For villains mark'd with rape. [Afide.] May it pleaſe 


ou, . K548 
My grandſire, well advis'd, hath ſent by me 
The goo{lieſt we:pons of his armoury, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome; for ſo he bid me ſay ; 
And ſo I do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your lordſhip that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed wel! 
And ſol leave you both, [ Ade. ] like bloody * 
xit 


Dem. What's here? A ſcroll: and written round 
about? 1 Et 


A ey 


a VV fd aw. 


Fo 
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Let's ſee; 


Integer vite, ſceleriſque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu : 0 
Chi. O, tis a verſe in Horace; I know it well: 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay, juf a verſe in Horace right, you 
| ave it. : 
Now, what a thing it is to be an aſs! * 
Here's no fond jeft; the old man hath 
found their guilt; 
And ſends the weapons wrapp'd about 
That WR I their feeling, to the 


| 


But were our witty empreſs well a-foot, 
She would a gu A 11 conceit 
But let her reſt in her unreſt a-while.— - 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome, ſtrangers, and, more than ſo, | 
Captives, to be advanced to this height? | 
It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 
Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a lord, 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us gifts. 
Aar. Had he not reaſon, lord Demetrius? 
o Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly ? 
Dem. I would, we had a thouſand Roman dames 
L At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. - 
ſe Chi, A charitable wiſh, and full of lovre. 
Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to ſay, Amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray o all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pau s., 
Aar. Pray to the devils; the gols have given us 
„erl.. Lide. Flouriſb. 
Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flouriſh thus? 
| Ci. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a ſon. 
- | Dem. Soft; who comes here? 
Ly Enter Nurſe, with a Black-a-moor Child, 
| Nurſe. Good-morrow lords: 
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O tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor ? 


Aar. Well, more or lets, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 


. Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 


Aar. Why, whata caterwauling doſt thou keep? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble 1n thine arms ? 
Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 


Our empreſs' ſhame, and ſtately Rome's diſgrace ;— 


She is deliver'd, lords, ſhe is deliver d. 
Aar. To ( WE 
Nur. I mean, ſhe is brought to bed. 
Aar. Well, God | 


| Give her good rel! What hath he ſent her ? 


Nur. A devil. | ; 
Aar. yt”? then ſhe is the devil's dam; a joyful 
iflue. | | HE | 
Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and ſorrowful iſſue: 
Here is the babe, as loathſome as a toad 
Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime. _ 
The empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 
Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black ſo baſe a hue ?— 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſſom, ſure. 
Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done? 
Aar. That which thou 
Can'ſt not undo. þ 
Chi. Thou haſt undone our mother. 
Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother, 
Dem, And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woe to her chance, and damned her loathed choice! 


Accurs'd the offspring of ſo foul a fiend ! 


Chi. It ſhall not live. 

Aar. It ſhall not die. ve | 

Nur. Aaron, it muſt; the mother wills it ſo. 

Aar. What, mult at, nurſe? then let no man bat I, 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood. FO 

Dem. I'll brooch the tadpole on my ranier's point: 
Nurle, give it me; my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 

Aar. Wee this ſword ſhall pl-ugh thy bowels up. 

| | , 
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if 
Stay, murd'rous villains! will you kill your brother? 4 
Now, by the burning tapers of the ſky, > 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, il 
He dies upon my ſeymitar's _ point, 
That touches this my firſt- born fon and heir! þ 


8 never turn the f 
Although ſhe lave the 
Tell the empreſs from m ; 
To keep mine own; excuſeſſ h ſhe can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray rhWMoble miſtreſs thus? 

Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs ; this, myſelf ; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 'N 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; Mi 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe, | 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 

_ Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 
Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death. 
Cbi. I bluſh to think upon this ignomy. 

Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears: 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart! 

Here is a young lad fram'd of another leer: 

Look, how the black ſlave ſmiles upon the father ; 

As who. ſhould ſay, Old lad, I am thine own. 

He is your. brother, lords ; ſenſibly fed | | 

Of that ſelf-blood that firſt gave lite to you; i 

And, from that womb, where you impriſon'd were, 

He is infranchiſed and come to light: 

Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer ſide, 

Although my ſeal is . in his face. 

2 


a. 4 - 


126 TITUS ANDRONICUS. AR IV, 


Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the empreſs 2 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what 1s to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice; 
S ive you the child, fo we may all be ſafe. 
Sar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult. 
My ſon and I will have the wind of you: 
Keep there: Now talk at 3 of your ſafety. 
fit on the ground. 
Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his ? 
Aar. Wha 1, beg wh, hen - + in 


league, * 4 ; 
Jam alamb! Weg — — A *_ 
The Ehafed boar, the mountain nn AS 1 


The ocean ſwelis hot ſo as Auron ſtorms.— 
But, ſay again, how mam d the child? 
Nur. Cornelia the midwate; and myſelf, 
And no one elſe, but che deliver'd empreſs. 
Har. The empreſeg the midwife, and yourſclf ;— 
Two may keep counſel when the third's aw ay: 
Go to the empreſs; tell her this I ſaid: 


[ie kills her. 
Weke, weke !-- ſo cries a pig prepared to the ſpit. 
Den. What mean'ft thou, Aaron? Wherefore didſt 
thou this ? 
Har. O lord, fir, 'tis a deed of policy: 
Shall the live to betray this yaa of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babbling goilip ! no, lords, no. 
And now he it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my country man, 
His wife but veſternight was brought to-bed ; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
and tell them both the circumſtance of all; 
And how by this their child ſhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the emperor's heir, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court; 
And let the empercr dandle him for his own. 
Mark ye, my lords; ve ice, I have given her phyſie, 
[ Pointing to the nuit. 
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And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, ſee that you take niflanger days, 
But ſend the midwife preſently tome. 
The midwife, anditbe nurſe well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle Vt they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, Liee, to truſt the air 
With ſecrets 8 
Dem. For this care of bora, ** 
Herſelf, and her are kight'y bound to thee. [ Exeunt, 
Aar. Now tothe Goths, as ſwift as fwallow flies # 
There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the empreſs' friends, — 
Come on, you thick-lip'd ſlave, I bear you hence; 
For it is you that put us to our ſhifts: 
Il make you feed on berries, and on roots, 
And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the goat, 
And cabin in a cayeiz/and bring you up 
To be a warrior, Meommand a camp. [ Exit. 


SC EAN E III. 
A Street near the Palace. 


Enter Titus, old Marcus, Jorg? Lucius, and other Gen- 


tlemen with bows ; and Titus bears the arrows with 
letters on the ends of them. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come ;—Kinſmen, this 1s the 
wa 

Sir boy, mort let me ſee your archery ! : 

Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight: 

Terras Aftrea reliquit :—be you remember'd, Marcus.— 

She's gone, ſhe's fled. —Sirs, take you to your tools. 

You, couſins, ſha!l go ſound the ocean, 

And caſt your nets; baply, you may find her in the ſea; 

Yet there's as little juſtice as at land: 

No; Fublius and Sempronius, you muſt do it; 

Tis you muſt dig with matteck, and with ſpade, 

And pierce the inmoſt centre of the earth; 

Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition: 

Tell him, it is for juſtice, and for aid; 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 


* 
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Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful * 
Ah, Rome? — Well, well ads thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the people's \uffrages 
On him that thus do tyrannize o'er me. 
Go, you gone g dn pray be careful all, 
And leave you not M war unſearch'd ; 
This wicked empergtmay have hipp'd ber hence, 
And, kinſmen, then We ma go pipe for juſtice. 
Mar. O, Publius, is notthis a eavy caſe, 
To ſee thy noble uncle thus Aiſtract ? 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns 
By dav and night to attend him carefully; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till rime beget ſome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinimen, his forrows are paſt remedy. 
oin with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
ake wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Sgkurnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now:? bebe, my maſters, 
What, have y ow'mert with ber? 
Pub. No, my god ford ; but Pluto ſends you word, 
If you will have from hell, you ſhall; 
Marry, for juſtice, ſo employ'd, 7 
He thinks with Jove in heaven or ſomewhere elſe, 
So that perforce you needs muſt ſtay a time. 
Tit. He doth me Wong, to feed me with delays. 
n dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.— 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we ; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops” ſize; 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to the very back; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can 


And fith there is no juſtice in earth nor hell, 
We will ſolicit heaven; and move the gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs : 


Come, to this gear. Youare a good archer, Marcus. 
| [He gives them the arrows. 


Ad Fevem, that's for you :— Here, ad Apollinem 
Ad Martem, that's for myſelf j— | 
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Here, boy, to Pallas: — Here to Mercury: 
To Saturn, and to Cœlus; not to Saturnine,— 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the wind.— 
To it, boy. Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
O' my word, I have written to effect; 
There's not a god left unſolicited, 
Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 
it. Now, maſters draw. [They /hoor. ]}O, well ſaid, 
Lucius! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it to Pallas. 
Mar. My lord, I am a raiſe beyond the moon; 
Your letter is With Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done? 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Taurus? horns. 
Mar. This was the ſport, my lord ; when Publius 
ſhot, 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſach a knock 
That down fell both the rams horns in the court; 
And who ſhould find them but the empreſs? villain ? 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chooſ: 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. 
Tit. Why, there it goes: God give yourlordſhip joy ! 
Enter a Clown, with a baſket and two pigeons. 
News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the poſt 1s come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? 
Shall I have juſtice ? what ſays Jupiter? | 
Clocon. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he ſays, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man muft not be 
hang'd *rill the next 3 
7 it. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I aſk thee? 
Clown. Alas, fir, I know not Jupiter; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 
Jit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 
Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, fir; nothing elſe, 
Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven? 
Clhwa. From heaven? alas, fir, I never came there: 
God forbid, I ſtould be fo bold to preſs to heaven in 
my young days! Why, I am going with my pigeons 
to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl 
between my uncle and one of the emperial's men, 


| 
' 
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Mar. Why, fir, that is as fit as can be, to ſerve for 
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to tae 
* from you. 

tt, Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor With a grace? 


Clown, Nay, truly, fir, 1 could never ſay grace in 


all my life. | $4044 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor; * 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands, 
Hold, hold; — mean while, here's money for thy charges. 
Give me a pen and ink,— _ 3, 
Sirrah, can you With a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 

Clown. Ay, fir. £34, 

Zit. Then here is a ſupplication for yon. And when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach, you muſt kneel; 
then kiſs his foot; then deliver up your pigeons ; and 
then look for your reward. I'II be at hand, fir; ſee 
you do it bravely. | 

Clown. I warrant you, fir: let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife? Come, let me ſee it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 

For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant ;— 
And when thou haſt given it to the emperor, 
Knock at the door, and tell me what he ſays. 

Clown. God be with you, fir; I will. 

Lit. Come, Marcus, let us go:—Publius, follow me. 

| [ Exeunt, 


S O ENZE IV. 
The Palace. 

Enter Emperor, and Empreſi, and her two ſons ; the 
Emperor brings the arrows in his hand, that Titus ſhot. 
Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are theſe ? Was ever 

ſeen 

An emperor of Rome thus over-borne, 

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent - 

Of legal juftice, us'd in ſuch contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 

However the diſturbers of our peace 
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Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath paſt 

But even with Jaw, againft the wilful ſons 

Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

His ſorrows have ſo overwhelmed his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his phrenzy, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redreſs : 

See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury; 

This to Apollo; this to the god of war ? 

Sweet ſcrolls, to fly about the ſtreets of Rome 

What's this, but libelling againſt the ſenate, 

And blazoning our injuſtice every where? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords? 

As who would ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecſtaſies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages: _ 

But he and his ſha'l know, that juſtice lives 

In Saturninus? health; whom, if ſhe ſleep, 

Hell ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall ©”. 

Cut off the proud*ſt conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, moſt lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my hfe, commander of my thoughts, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 

The effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep and ſcarr'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diſtreffed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the beſt | 

For theſe contempts. Why, thus it ſhall become 

[ 4fede. 

High-witted Tamora to gloze with all : 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wiſe, 

Then is all ſafe, the anchor's in the port. 

| Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow? wouldſt thou ſpeak with us? 
Clown. Yes, forſooth, an your miſterſhip be emperial. 
Zam. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the emperor. 
Clown, Tis he —God and ſaint Stephen, give you 

good den: 
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I have brought you a letter, and a couple of pigeons 
here... ©" [ The Emperor reads - etter, 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 
Clown. How much money muſt I have ? 
Tam. Come, ſirrah, you muſt be hang'd. 
_ Clown. Hang'd! By'r lady, then I have brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [ Exit. 
Sat. Deſpightful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monſtrous villainy ? 
I know from whence this ſame device proceeds : 
May this be borne ?—as if his traiterous ſons, 
That dy'd by law for murder of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? — 
Go, drag the · villain thither by the hair; 
Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape privilege ;— 
For this proud mock, [I'll be thy ſlaughter-man ; 
Sly frantick wretch, that holp'it to make me great, 
In hope thyſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 
2 Enter Amilius. * 
Sat. What news with thee, Æmilius? 
mil. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never had more 
cauſe ! Ba OOO 
The Goths have gather'd head; and with a power 
Of higa-reſolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 
They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronicus; 
Who threats, in courſe of his revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 
Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
Theſe tidings nip me; 90 J hang the head 
As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms. 
Ay, no, begin our ſorrows to approach: 
Tis he, the common people love ſo much, 
My ſelf have often over-heard them ſay, 
(When 1 have walked like a private man) 
That Lucius“ baniſhment was wrongfully, 
And they have wiſh'd that Lucins were their emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould vou fear? is not our City ſtrong ? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius; 
And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 
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Tan, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name. 

Is the ſun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it? 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby; 

Knowing, that with the ſhadow of his wings, 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody : 

Even ſo may'ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy ſpirit : 2 know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus l 

With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous, 

Than baits to fiſh,. or honey-ſtalks to ſheep ; 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious feed. ed 
Sat. But he will not entreat his ſon for us. 

Zam. If Tamora entreathim, then he will: 

For 1 can ſmooth, and fill his aged ear 

With golden promiſes ; that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet ſhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.— 

Go thou before, be our embaſſador: [To milius. 

Say, that the emperor requeſts a parle) 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoints the meeting. 

Sat. Imilius, do this meſſage honourably : 

And if he ſtand on hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what fed ge will pleaſe him beſt. 
mil. Your bidding ſhall I do effeftually, [£x::. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus; £4 

And temper him with all the art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 

And now, ſweet emperor, be blithe again, 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. 'Then go ſucceſsfully, and plead to him. 
[ Exeant. 
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en. SCENE I. 


The Camp, at a ſmall diſtance from Rome. 
Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum and ſoldiers. 


Luc, PPROVED warriors, and my faithful 
friends, | 
J have received letters from great Rome, 
Which ſignify, what hate they bear their emperor, 
And how deſirous of gur ſight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, bes as your titles witneſs, 
Impenous, and impatient of our wrongs 
And, wherein Rome hath done you cathe, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. | 
Goth. Brave flip; ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
W hoſe name-was once our terror, now our comfort; 
Whoſe high exploits,” and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome xequites with foul nay wg 
Be bold in us: we'll follow where thou lead'ſt, — 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd felds,— 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora. 
Omn. . as he ſaith, to ſay we all with him. 
Luc. T humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a luſty Goth ? | 
Enter à Goth, leading Aaron, with his child in his arms. 
Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ſtray'd 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaſtery ; 
And as I carneſtly did fix. mine eye 
Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall: 


I made unto the noiſe ; when ſoon 1 heard 


The crying babe controul'd with this diſcourſe : 
«« Peace, tawny ſlave; half me, and half thy dam! 
Did not thy hue bewray wheſe brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 

«© Villain, thou might'ſt have been an emperor : 
But where the ball and cow are both milk-white, 
*« They never do beget acoal-black calf, 


* 
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Peace, villain, peace!” - even thus he rates the babe. 
For I muſt bear thee to a truſty Goth; | 
Who, when he knows thou art the empreſs” babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake.” 
With this, my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly ; and brought him hither, 
To uſe as you think needful of the man. 
Lac. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate devil, 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand: 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empreſs eye; 
And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt. 
Sav, wall-ey'd ſlave, whither would'ſt thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt not ſpeak? What! deaf? No! nota word? 
A halter, ſoldiers ; hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſtardy. 
Aar. Touch not the boy, he 1s of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good 
Firſt hang the child, that he may ſee it ſprawl; 
A ſight to vex the father's ſoul withal, | 
Get me a ladder. 
Aar. Lucius, fave the child ; 
And bear it from me to the empreſs. 
If thou do this, I'll ſhow thee wond' rous things, 
'That highly may advantage thee co hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
I'll ſpeak no more; But vengeance rot you all! 
Luc. Say on; and, if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Thy child ſhall live, and I will fee it nouriſn'd. 
Aar. An if it pleaſe thee? why, aſſure thee, Lucius, 
*T'will vex thy ſoul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak ; 
For I muſt talk of murders, rapes, and maſſacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of miſchief, treaſon ; villanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd: 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou ſwear to me, my child ſhall live. 
Luc. Tell on thy mind; I fay, thy child ſhall live. 
Aar. Swear that he ſhall, and then I will begin. 
Luc, Who ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'ſt no god; 
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That granted, how canſt thou believe an oath? 
Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not: 
Vet, for I know thou art religious, 
And haſt a thing within thee, called conſcience ; 
With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve, — 
Therefore | urge thy oath ;—For that, 1 know, 
An ideot holds his bauble for a god, | 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he ſwears ; 
To that Il urge him ;—Therefore thcu ſhalt vow 
By that ſame god, what god ſoe'er it be, 
Lhat thou ador'ſt and haſt in reverence, 
To fave my boy, nouriſh, and bring him up; 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 
Luc. Even by my god, I ſwear to thee, I will. 


Jar. Firſt, know thou, I begot him on the empreſs. 


Luc. O moſt infatiate, luxurious woman! 


ar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity, 


o that which thou {halt hear of me anon. 
was her two ſons that murder'd Baſſianus: 
They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 


And cut her hands off; and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
| Lac. O, deteſtable villain! call'ſt thou that trimming ? 
Aar. Why, ſhe was waſn'd, and cut, and trimm'd ; 


and 'twas 

Trim ſport for them that had the doing df it. 
Lac. O, barbarous beaftly villains, like thyſelf! 

Aar. Indeed, I was the tutor to inſtruct them; 
That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 
As ſure a card as ever won the ſet ; 
That bloody mind; I think, they learn'd cf me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head.— 
Well, let my deeds be witneſs of my worth. 
{ train'd thy brethren to that gaileful hole, 
Where the dead corpſe of Baſſianus lay 
{ wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd, 
Confederate with the queen, and her two ſons : 
And what not done, that thou haft cauſe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in it? 
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I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand ; 

And, when I had it, drew myſelf apart, 

And almoſt broke my heart with extreme laughter. 

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 

When, for his hand, he had his two ſons? heads; 

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his; 

And when J. told the empreſs of this ſport, 

She ſwooned almeſt at my pleaſing tale, 

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What! — thou ſay all this, and never bluſh? 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the ſaying is. 
Luc, Art thou not ſorry for theſe henious deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 

Even now I curſe. the day, (and yet, I think, 

Few come within the compaſs of my curſe) 

Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill: 

As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death; 

Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 

Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear myſelf; 

Set deadly enmity, between two friends; . 

Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; : 

Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears, 

Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 

And ſet them upright at their dear friends* doors, 

Even when the ſorrow almoſt was forgot; 

And on their ſkins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 

Let not your farrow die, though I am dead. 

Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 

As willingly as one would kill a fly; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, . 

But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. . 

Luc. Bring down the devil; for he muſt not die 

So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. 

Aar. If there be devils,. would I were a devil, 

To dive and burn in everlaſting fire; 

So 1 might have your company in hell, 

But to torment you with M7 OY tongue! 

2 
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q Luc. Sirs, top his mouth, and let him ſpeak no mote. 
| Enter Emilias. 
| Goth. My lord, there is a meſſenger from Rome, 
2fires to be admitted to my preſence. 5 125 
Luc. Let him come near. 
| Welcome, Emilius, what's the news from Kidde? | 
W - mil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me: 
Aud, for he underſtands you are in arms, 
Ze craves a parley at your father's houſe; 1 2 
Willing you to demand y our hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. 
Goth, What ſays our general? 
Luc. Zmilius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come. March away. {Exeune. 
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Titus s Palace in Rome. 
Enter Tamora, „Chiron, and Demetrius,  difguis'd. 


Tam. Thus, in this ſtrange and ſad ent, | 
{ will encounter with Andronicus; / + 
And ſay, I am Revenge, ſent from below, 
To join With him, and right his heinous wro 
Knock at his tudy, where, they ſay, he BEE” 
Lo ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; 
ell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
4nd work confulios on his enemies. | ; 
They knock, and Titus opens his fudy door. 
77t. Who doth mole my contemplation ? 
is it your trick to make me ope the door; 
That ſo my fad decrees may fly away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no effect? 
Yeu are decety” J. fox what I mean to do, 
vce here, in bloody lines I have ſet it down ; 
and what is written ſhall be executed. | 
Zam. Titus, I m come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No; not 2 word: How can 1 grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ? 
Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. 
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Tam. If thou did'ſt know me, thou woulUſt talk 
with m. 

Tit. Lam not mad: I know thee wellenou a 
Witneſs this wretched ſtump, theſe erimſon ſhes; * 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care; 
Witneſs the tiring day, and heavy night; 
Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empreſs, mighty 'Pamora ;——— 

Is not thy coming for my other hand? 

Zam. Know thou, ſad man, I am not Tamora ; - 
She is thine enemy, and 1 thy friend: 8 
lam Revenge; ſent from the infernal kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; 

Confer with me of murder, and of death: 

There's not a hollow cave, nor ee, 

No vaſt obſcurity, or miſty vale, 

Where bloody murder, or deteſted rape, 

Can couch for fear, but I V ll find them out; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 

Revenge, Which makes the foul offenders quake. 
ſit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou ſent to me 

To be a torment ti mine enemies: 

Tam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome me. 

7::. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I come to thee. 

Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ſtands; 
Nov give ſome ſurauce that thou art Revenge, 
Stab tnem, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then 11 come, and be thy waggoner, 

And hirl along vith thee about the globes, | 
Provide two proper palfreys, black as jet, 

To hale thy vengeful waggon iwift away, 

And fnd oat murderers in their gulity caves: 

And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will diſmount, and by the waggon wheel 

Trot; like wiervile ſootman, all duy long; 

Even from Hyperion's riſing in the eaſt, 
Until his very downfall in the fea. 4 | 
And day by day III do this heavy taiz, 
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So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. . 
Tam. Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters? what are they call'd ? 
Zam. Rapine, and Murder: | therefore called ſo 

*Cauſe they take vengeance on ſuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good lord, how like the empreſsꝰ ſons they are? 

And you, the empreſs ! But we worldly, men 

Have miſerable, mad, miſtaking eyes, 


O ſweet Revenge, now do, I come to thee: 


And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by. 
| LEY £22k: [Exit Titus from above. 

Tam. 'This cloſing with him fits his lunacy :. 
What'er I forge, to feed his brain-ſick fits, 
Do you uphold and maintain in your ſpeeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I'll. make him ſend for Lucius, his ſon ;: 
And, whilſt I ata banquet hold him ſure, - 
Ill find ſome cunning practice out of hand,, 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy. Goths, 
Or, at the leaſt, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and. I muſt ply my theme. 

| Enter Titus. . 

Tit. Long have J been forlorn, and all for thee: 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful houſe;— 
Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too: 
How like the empreſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor 
Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil? 
For, well I wot, the empreſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor :—- 
And, would you repreſent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devil: 


But welcome, as you are. What ſhall we do? 


Tam. What wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus? 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a. villain, that hath done a rape, 
And | am ſent to be . on him. ' 
Tam, Shew mea thouſand, that have dane thee wrong. 
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And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome; 
And when thou find'ſt a man that's like thyſelf, 
Good Murder, ſtab him; he's a murderer,— 

Go thou with him, and, when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, ſtab him; he is a raviſher.— 

Go thou wita them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 

Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee ; 

I pray thee, do on them ſome violent death, 

They have been violent to me and mine, 

Tam, Well halt thou leſſon'd us; this ſhall we do. 

But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Lucius, thy thrice valiant ſon, 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe: 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, 
I will bring in the empreſs and her ſons, 
The emperor himſelf, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy ſhall tkey ſtoop and kneel], 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart. 
What ſays Andronicus to this device? 
Tit, Marcus, my brother !—'tis ſad Titus calls. 
Enter Marcus. | 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou thalt enquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Goths ; 
Bim him encamp his 5 where they are: 
Tell him, the emperor and the empreis too | 
Feaſt at my houſe ; 'and he ſhall feaſt with them. 
This do thou for my love; and ſo let him, 
As he regards his aged father's life. 
Mar. This will 1 do, and ſoon return again. [ Ext. 
Tam. Now will I kence about thy buſineſs, 
And take my miniſters along with me. | 

7it. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me; 
Or elſe P11 call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 
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Tam | to her ſons.] What ſay you, boys? will you 
abide with him, 

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

How I have govern'd our determin'd jeſt ? 

Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 

And tarry with him *till 1 come again. 
Tit. I know them all, though they ſuppoſe me mad; 

And will o'er reach them in their own devices, 

A pair of curſed hell-hounds, and their dam. [A/fage. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge now goes 


To lay a complot to betray thy foes. F Exit Tamora. 


Zit. I know, thou doſt; and ſweet Revenge, farewell. 
Chi. Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.— 
Publius, come hither Caius, and Valentine ! 
Enter Publius, and Servants. 
Pub, What is your will? 
Tit. Know you theſe two? 
Pub. The empreſs” ſons, 
J take them, Chiron, and Demetrius. 
Tit. Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much deceiv'd; 
The one 1s Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them: 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 
And now I find it : therefore bind them ſure ; 
And ſtop their mouths, if they begin to cry. | 
Exit Titus, 
Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the empreis' ſons. 
Pub. Andthereforedo we what wearecommanded.— 
Stop cloſe their mouths, let them not ſpeak a word : 
Is he ſure bound? look, that you bind them faſt. 
Re-enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, and Lavinia 
with a baſon. 
Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are 
bound :— | 
Sirs ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. — 
Q villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 
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Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud; 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mix'd. 
You kill'd her huſband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers werte gondemn'd to death: 
My hand cut off, and made a merry je : 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtity, 
Inhuman traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 
What would you ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains, for ſhame; you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yetis left to cut your throats z 
Whilſt that Lavinia *twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad,—- 
Hark villains ; I will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it I'll make a paſte; 
And of the paſte a coffin will 1 rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads; 
And bid that ſtrumpet, yourunhallow'd dam, 
Like t the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that T have bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you uſed my wes. eat 
And worſe than Progne I will be reveng'd: * 
And now prepare your throats.—Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood: and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hatefal liquor temper it ; 

And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious | 
To make this banquet ; which I wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaur's feaſt. 

He cuts their throats. 

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook, 


And ſee them ready gainſt their mother comes. 
[ Exennt. 
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#48 Ci. N36. 
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with Aaron priſoner. 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſinggit is my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I amveontent. 
Goth. And ours with thine, befall what fortune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbatous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil; 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
*Till he be brought unto the emperor's face, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings : 
And ſee the ambyſh of our friends be ſtrong ; 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 
Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes in mine car, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my ſwelling heart! 
Luc. Away, inhnman dog ! unhallow'd ſlave !— 
[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron. 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in— [ Flouriſb. 
The trumpets ſhew the emperor 1s at hand. 
Sound trumpets. Enter Saturninus and Tamorg, ith 
Trib dons 
Sat. What, hath the firmament more ſans than one! 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thyſelf a ſun ? 


20 
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Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
Theſe quarrels mult be ouietly daf 
The feaſt is ready, which the carefal Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: | 
Pleaſe you, therefore, draw nigh;amd take your places, 
Sat. Marcus, we will. | Hautbyys. 
A table brought in. Enter Titus, like a cook, placing 
the meat on the table, and Lavinia, with a weil over 
ber face. 
Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread F 
neen ; _ | 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius; 
And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor, 
*T'will fill your ſtomachs ; pleaſe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 
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it. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well. 
To entertain your highneſs, and your empreſs. 
7am, We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. An if your highneſs knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, reſolve me this ; 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, 
To ſlay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain'd, and deſlowec'd 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. 
7it. Your reaſon, mighty lord? 
Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhane, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrows, 
Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like :— 
Die, die; Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee ; 
And, with thy ſhame, thy father's ſorrows die! 
4 [ He kills her. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural, and unkind ? 
Tit. Kill'd as for whom my tears have made me 
blind. 
Iam as woeful as Virginius was: 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he 4 
To do this outrage ;—and it is now done. 
Sat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd? tell, who did the deed. 
17. Will't pleaſe you eat? will't pleaſe your high- 
neſs feed? 
Tam. Why haſt thou ſlain thine qnly daughter thus? 
Tit. Not I; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. 
*Tis true, 'tis true; witneſs my knife's ſharp point. 
| He ſlabs Tamora. 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
ee, Fs ' [He tabs Titus. 
Luc. the ſon's eye behold his father bleed ? 
Vol. FIL Iv" 
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There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[ Lucius Stabs Saturninus. 
Mar. You ſad-fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By uproar ſever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeſtucus guſts, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatrer?'d corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 
> Goth, Let Rome herſelf be bane unto herſelf; 
And ſhe, whom mighty kingdoms curtſy to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, 
Do ſhameful execution on herſelf. 
Mar. But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erit our anceſtor, 
| | | LD Lucius, 
When with his ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe, 
To love-fick Dido's ſad attending ear, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 
When ſubtle Greeks ſurpriz'd king Priam's Troy ; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hati brought the fatal engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.— 
iv heart is not compact of flint, nor ſteel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even in the time 
When it ſhould muve you to attend me moſt, 
Lending your kind commiſeration; 
Here 1s a captain, let him tell the tale; 
Your hearts will throb, and weep to hear him ſpeak. 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius | 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 
And they it was, that raviſhed our ſiſter: 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father*s tears deſpis'd ; and baſely cozen'd 
Of chat true hand, that foug:t Rome's quarrel out, 
Aud ſent her enemies unto the grave. I 
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L.aſtly, myſelf unkindly baniſhed, 
The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend: 
And Ll am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you, 
Tnat have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood; 
And from her boſom took the enemy's poiat, 
Sheathing the ſteel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas! you know, I am nov vaunter, I; 
My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 
But ſoft, methinks, I do digreſs too much, 
Citing my worthleſs praiſe: O, pardon me; 
For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Mar. Now is my turn to ſpeak ; Behold this child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 
The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes; 
Tae villain is alive in Titus' houſe, 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge, what cauſe had Titus to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
No you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Romans? 
Have we done ought amiſs? Shew us Wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong caſt us down, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our houſe. 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak : and if you ſay we ſail, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 
Ln. Come, come, thou reverend-min of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor; for, well J know, 
Ihe common voice do cry, it ſhall be fo, 
Mar, Lucius, all hail: Rome's roval emperor ! 
Go, go into old Titus? ſorrowfal houſe ; 
And cher hale that miſbelieving Mor, 
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To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering death, 
As puaiſhment for his moſt wicked life. 
Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious governor ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans; may I govern ſo, 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe ! 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, — 

For nature puts me to a heavy taſk j— 

Stand all'aloof;— but, uncle, draw you near, 

To ſhed obſequious tears upon this trunk ;— 

O, take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold lips, 
| Kijjes Titus. 

Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy blood-ſtam'd face, 

The laſt true duties of thy noble ſon ! 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy Iips: 

O, were the ſam of theſe that I ſhould pay 

Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them! 

Luc. Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn cf us 
To welt in ſhowers: Thy grandſire lov'd thee well: 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 

Sung thee aſleep, his loving breaſt thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ! 

In that reſpect then, like a loving child, 

Shed yet ſome {ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 
Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo : 
Friends ſhould affociate friends in grief and woe: 
Bid him farewell; commit him to the grave ; 

Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Bey. O grandſire, grandfire! even with all my heart 

Would I were dead, ſo you did live again !— 
O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping ; 
My tears Will choak me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Romans, with Aaron. 

Rom. You {ad Andronici, have done with woes ; 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh hun ; 
Taere let him ſtand, and rave and cry for food: 

f any one relieves or pities him, 
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For the offence he dies. This is our doom: 
Some ſtay, to ſee him-faſten'd in the earth. 
Aar. O, why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb? 
J am no baby, I, that, with baſe prayers, 
I ſhou!d repent the evils I have done; 
Ten thouſand, worſe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my will: 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very ſoul. 
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence, 
And give him burial in his father's grave: 
My father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſhold*'s monument. 
As for that heinous tyger, Tamora, 
No funeral rights, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful dell ſhall ring her burial; 
But throw her forth to beatts, and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And, being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 
See juſtice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
Then, afterwards, to order well the ſtate; 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. ¶ Excunt omnes. 
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NOTE. 


All the editors and criticks agree with Mr Theobald in ſuppoſing 
this play ſpurious, I ſee no reaſon for differing from them; jor the 
colour of the ſtyle is wholly di-Fzrent from that of the other plays, 
and there is an attempt at regular verfification, and artificial cl ſes, 
not always inel-gan', yet ſeldom pleaſing. The barbatity of the 
pectacles, and the general maffacce, which are here exhibited, can 
ſcarcely be conceived tolerable to any audience; yet we are told b 
Jonſon, that they are not only borne, but praiſcd. That Shakc- 
| wrote any part, though Theobald declares it incuntcitable, I 
ee no rcaſon for believing. . . 

The teſtimony produced at the beginning of this play, by which 
it is aſeribed to Shakeſpeare, is oy no means equal to the argument 
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againſt its authenticity, ariſing from the total difference of conduct, 
language, and ſentiments by which it ſtands apart from all the reſt. 
Meres had probably no other evidence than that of a title-page, 
which, though in our time it be ſufficient, was then of no great 
authority ; for all the plays which were rejected by the firft collec- 
tors of Shakeſpeare's works, and admitted in later editions, and 
again rejected by the critical editors, had Shakeſpeare's name on 
the title, as we muſt ſuppoſe, by. the fraudulence of the printers, 
who, while there were yet no gazettes, nor advertiſements, nor any 
means of circulating literary intelligence, could uſurp at pleaſure any 
celebrated name. Nor had Shakeſpeare any intereſt in detecting the 
impoſture, as none of its fame or profit was produced by the preſs. 
he chronology of this play does not prove it not to be Shake- 
ſpeare's. If it had been written twenty-five years in 1614, it might 
have been written when Shakeſpeare was twenty-five years old. 
When he left Warwickſhire I know not ; but at the age of twenty- 
hve it was rather too late to fly for r 
Ravenſcroft, who in the reign of Charles II. reviſed this play, 
and reſtored it to the ſtage, tells us, in his preface, from a theatrical 
tradition, I ſuppoſe, which in his time might be of ſufficient au- 
thority, that this play was touched in different parts by Shakeſpeare, 
but written by ſome other poet. I do not find Shakeſpeare's touches 


very diſcernible, _ K 
John ſon. 
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- Priam, 
Ilector, 
Troilus, 
Paris, 

Deiphobus, 8 Trojans. 
Helenus, 


LEneas, | 3 
** 


Pandarus, 
Caleb a, -vs 
Antenor, g | 
Margarelon, a Baſtard Son of Priam, 
Agamemnon, 
4 chilles » 
Ajax, 
Menelaus, 
Uses, 
N, Nele, : 
Diomedes, 
Patreclus, 


 Therfites, 


Greeks. 


Helen, Wife to Menelaus. 

Andromache, Wife to Hector. 

Caſſandra, daughter to Priam, a Propheteſs. 
Creſida, daughter to Calchas. 


Alexander, Creſſida's Servant. 
Boy, Page to Troilus. 
Servant to Diomed. 


Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Attendants. 


Scene, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 


TROILUS any CRESSIDA. 
— ——  ———— 
42-33 SCENE I. 


Trey. Priam's palace. 
Euter Pandarus and Treilas. 


Troi, '$ ALL here my varlet, I'll unarm again: 
Why ſhould I war without the walls of Troy, 

That find ſuch cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan, that is maſter of his heart, 

Let hun to field; Troilus, alas! hath none. 

Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended? 

_ Tra. The 8 are ſtrong, and ſkilful to their 
ſtrength, 

Fierce to their ſkill, and to their ſierceneſs valiant ; 

But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 

Tamer than ſleep, f-nder than ignorance ; 

Leſs valiant than the virgin 1a the night, 

And ſkill-leſs as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: for my 
part, I'lI not meddle nor make no | 504% He, that 
will haveacakeoutofthewheat,mult tarry the grinding. 

Zrei. Have I not tarry'd ? | 

Pen. Ay, the grinding; but you muſt tarry the 
boulting. | 

Troi. Have I not tarry'd? 

Pan. Ay, the boulting; but you muſt tarry thie 
leavening. 

Zroi. Still have I tarry'd. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening: but here's yet in the 
word —hereafter the kneading, the making of the cake, 
the beating of the oven, — the baking; nay, you 
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mutt ſtay the cooling too, or you may chance to burn 
your lips, _ 1. | 
Tro Patience herſelf, what goddeſs e'er ſhe be, 
Both leſſer blench at ſufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I fit; | HEB | 
And when fair Crefid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor !—when ſhe comes! When is ſhe thence ? 
Pan. Well, ſhe look'd yeſter-night fairer than ever 
I ſaw her lock; or any woman elle. | 
Troi. I was about to tell thee, — When my heart, 
As wedped with a ſigh, would rive in twain ; 
Leit Hector or my father ſhould perceive me, 
J have (as when the ſun doth light a ſtorm) 
Bury'd this ſigh in wrinkle of a ſmile: 
But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs. 
Is like that mirth fate turns to ſudden ſidneſs. 


Pan. An her hair were not ſomewhat darker than 


Helen's, (well, go to) there were no more compariſon 
between the women,—But, for my part, ſhe is my 
kinſwoman ; I would not, as they term it, praiſe her, 
hut I would ſomebody had heard her talk yeſterday, 
as I did, I will not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's 
wit: but | 
 T7roi, O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus !— 
When I do tell thee, There my hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Crefiid's love: Thou anſwer*ſ, She is fair; 
Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait; her voice 
Handleſt in thy diſcourſe :— O that her hand! 
In whoſe compariſon all whites are ink, 
Writing their own reproach ; to whole ſoft ſeizure 
The cygnet's down 1s harſh, and ſpirit of-ſenſe 
Hard as the palm of ploughman! This thou tell'ſt me, 
As true thou tell'ſt me, when I ſay,—l love her; 
But ſaying thus, inſtead of oil and balm, 
Tho lay*ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I ſpeak no more than truth. 
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Troi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

Pan. Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as 
ſhe is: if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; an ſhe be 
not, ſhe has the mends in her own hands. 

Trot, Good Pandarus! How now, Pandarus ? 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel; ill- thought 
on of her, and ill- thought on of you: gone between 
and between, but ſmall thanks for my 1 

Troi. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with 
me ? 

Pan. Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not fo 
fair as Helen: and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would 
be as fair on Friday, as Helen 1s on Sunday. But what 
care I? I care not, an ſhe were a black-a-moor ; *tis 
11 one to me. 4- 

Troi. Say I, ſhe is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no, She's a 
fool, to ſtay behind her father; let her to the Grecks; 
and ſo V11 tell her, the next time I ſee her: for my 
part, I'll meddle nor make no more in the matter. 

Troi. Pandarus,— * 

Pan. Not I. 

roi. Sweet Pandarus,— 

Pan. Pray you, ſpeak no more to me; I will leave 
all as I found it, and there an end. [ Ext Pandarus. 

[ Sound alarum. 
Troi, Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace rude 
ſounds! 
Fools on both ſides! Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument; 
It 1s too tarv'd a ſubject for my ſword. 
But Pandarus—O gods, how do you plague me! 
I cannot come to Creſſid, but by Pandar ; 
And he's as techy to be woo'd to woo, 
As ſhe is ſtubborn-chafte againſt all ſuit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 
What Creflid is, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India; there ſl/e lyes, a pearl: 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe reſides, 
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Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourſelf, the merchant; and this failing Pandar; 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 
[Alarum.] Enter Æneas. 9 
ue. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not 
afield? : | 
T roi. Becauſe not there: This woman's anſwer ſorts, 
For womanith it is to be from thence. 
W nat news, ZEneas from the field to-day ? 
Hane. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Tei. By whom, Eneas? 
Ane. Troilus, by Menelaus. 
Zei. Let Paris bleed: *tis but a ſcar to ſcorn; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus, horn. [ Alarum. 
Ane. Hark whatgoodÞport is out of town to day! 
1rei. Better at home, if would 1 might, were may,— 
But, to the ſport abroad ;—Are you bound thither ? 
ue. In all ſwift haſte. 


770i, Come, go we then together, [ Exeunt. 
# Si CS: ME: 
A Street. 


Enter Crefſida, and Alexander her ſervant. 
Cre. Who were thoſe went by ? 
Serv. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they ? 
Serv. Up to the eaſtern tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
To ſee the battle. Hector, whoſe patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd: 
He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were huſbandry in war, 
Before the ſun roſe, he was harneſs'd light, 
And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foreſaw 
In Hector's wrath. 
Cre. What was his cauſe of anger ? 
Serv. The noiſe goes, this: There is among the 
Greeks 9 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
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They call him, Ajax. 

Cre. Good; And what of him? 

Serv. They ſay he is a very man per 2, 
And ſtands alone. 

Cre. So do all men; unleſs they are drunk, ſick, 
or have no legs. | 

Serv. This man, lady hath robb'd many beaſts of 
their particular additions; he. is as valiant as the lion, 
churliſh as the bear, ſlow as the elephant: a man into 
whom nature hath ſo crowded humours, that his valour 
is craſhed into folly, his folly ſauced with diſcretion : 
there is no man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpſe 
of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain 
of it: he is melancholy without cauſe, and merry againſt 
the hair: he hath the jointi f every thing; but every 
thing ſo out of joint, that he 1s a gouty Briareus, 
many hands and no, uſe; or purblind Argus, all 
eyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how ſhould this man, that makes me ſmile, 
make Hector angry? 

Serv. They By, he yeſterday cop'd Hector in the 
battle, and ſtruck him down ; the diſdain and ſhame 
whereof hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cre. Who comes here ? 

Serv. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 

Serv. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that? what's chat? 

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, Couſin Crefid : What do you 
talk of ?—Good morrow, Alexander.—-How do you, 
couſin ? When were you at llium ? 

Cre. This morning, uncle. | | 
Pan. What were you talking of, when I came! 
Was Hector arm'd, and gone, ere you came to Ihum? 

Helen was not up, was ſhe ? 
Cre. Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 
Pan. E' en ſo; Hector was ſtirring early. 


Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 
Vol. VII. O 
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Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ſays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo; I know the cauſe too, he'll 
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that: and there's 
Troilus will not come far behind him; let them take 
heed of Troilus; I can tell them that too. 

Cre. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of 

the two. 

Cre, O Jupiter ! there's no compariſon. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? 

Do you know a man, if you ſee him ? 

Cre. Ay; if ever I ſaw him before, and knew him, 

Pan, Well, I ſay, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cre. Then you ſay as I A; for, Iam ſure, he is 
not Hector. | | 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in ſome de- 
grees. 

Cre. Tis juſt to each of them; he is himſelf. - 

Pan. Himſelf! Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he 
were, 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. — Condition, I had gone bare- foot to India. 

Cre. He is not Hector. | 

Pan. Himſelf? no, he's not himſelf.— Would 'a 
were himſelf! Well, the gods are above; Time muſt 
Friend or end: Well, Troilus, well, — I would, my 
heart were in her body !—-No, Hector is not a better 
man than Troilus. 

Cre. Excuſe me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come to 't; you ſhall tell me 
another tale, when the other's come to 't. Hector 
ſhall not have his wit this year. 

Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he have his own, 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. Twould not become him, his own's better. 
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Pan. Vou have no judgment, niece: Helen herſelf 


ſwore the other day, that Trotlus, for a brown favour, 


(for ſo *tis, I muſt confeſs) Not brown neither. 

Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. *Faith, to ſay truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. To ſay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre, Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. | | 
Cre. Then, Troilus ſhould have too much: if ſhe 

prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his; 

he having colour enough, and the other higher, 1s too 
— of praiſe for a good complexion... I bg 
lieve, Helen's golden commented Troilus 
for a copper we. Bee | , 


Pan. | ſwear to you, I think, Helen loves him b2t- 
ter than Paris, 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does. She came to him 
the other day into the compaſs'd window,—and, you 
know, he has not paſt three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cre. Indeed, a tapſter's arithmetic may ſoon bring 
his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ;— 
ſhe came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven 
Chin, | 

Cre. Juno have mercy—tFHow come it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, *tis dimpled: I think, his 
ſmiling becomes him hetter than any man in all Phrygia. 
Fre. O, he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not? 

Cre. O, yes; an ' twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then: - But, to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, 

. Troilus will ſtand to the proof, if you'll prove 
It 10. 


Pan, Troilus? why he eſteems her no more than J 
eſteem an addle egg. 


| 
| 
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Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you love 
an idle head, you would eat * i the ſhell. 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh, to think how ſhe 
tickled his chin; — Indeed, he Ras a marvellous white 
kand, I muſt needs confeſs. 

Cre. Without the rack. | 

Pan. And ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair on 
his chin. 

Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But, there was ſuch laughing ;---Queen He- 
cuba laugh'd, that her eyes ran o'er. 

Cre. With mill-ſtones. 

Pan. And Caſſandra laugh'd. 

Cre. N there v temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes ;--- DE Fes run o'er too ? 
Pan. And Hector laugh'd. | 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen ſpied on 
Troilus' chin. 

Cre. An't had been a green hair, I ſhould have 
laugh'd too. ; 

Pan. They laugh'd not ſo much at the hair, as at 
his pretty anſwer. , ; | 

Cre. What was his anſwer ? 

Pan. Quoth ſhe, Here's but one and fifty hairs on your 
chin, and one of them is aubite. 

Cre. This is her queſtion. © 

Pan. That's true; mal e no queſtion of that. 

One and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white, That 
auhite hair is my father, and all the reſt are his ſens. 
Jupiter! quoth ſhe, which of theſe hairs is Paris, my 
huſband I he forked cne, quoth he; pluck it out, and 
ive it him. But, there was ſuch laughing! and 
elen ſo bluſh'd, and Paris fo chaf'd, and all the reſt 
ſo laugh'd, that it paſs'd. | 

Cre. So let it now; for it has been a great while 
going by. . 

Pan. Well, couſin, I told you a thing yeſterday; 
think on 't. | 

Cre. So I do. 
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Pan, I'll be ſworn, *ts true; he will weep you, an 


*twere a man born in April. [ Sound a retreat. 
Cre, And I'll ſpring up in his tears, an *twere a 
nettle againſt May, 


Pan, Hark they are coming from the field : Shall we 
ſtand up here, and ſee them, as they } toward 1lium ? 
good niece, do; ſweet mece Creſſida. 

Cre. At your pleaſure. 


Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place; here we 


may ſee moſt bravely : I'll tell you them all by their 
names, as they paſs by; but mark Troilus above 
the reſt. 

LEneas paſs over the flage. 

Cre. Speak not ſo loud. 

Pan. That's Eneas; Ig not that a brave man? he's 
one of the flowers of Troy, I'can tell you; but mark 
Troilus; you ſhall fee anon. 

Cee, Who's that? 

Antenor paſſes over 


Pan. That's Antenor ; he has a ſhrewd wit, I can 


tell you; and he's a man good enough: he's one o 
the ſoundeſt judgment in Troy, whoſoever; and a pro- 
per man of perſon: When comes Troilus ?—Þ11 


thew you Troilus anon; if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee 


him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You ſhall iee. 

Cre. If he do, the rich ſhall have more. 

Hellor paſſes over. 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that! 
There's a fellow !—Go thy way, Hector; — There's a 
brave man, niece.—0O brave He&@or !—Look, how 
he looks! there's a countenance: Is 't not a brave mani 

Cre. O, brave man ! | 


Pan. Is 'a not? It does a man's heart good—Look . 
you,. what hacks are on his helmet? look you yonder, 
do you ſee? look you there! There's no jeſting : lay- 
ing on; take't off who will, as they ſay; there be 


hacks ! 
Cre.. Be thoſe with — 3 
| 
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Paris paſſes over. 

Pan. Swords? any thing, he cares not: an the de- 
vil come to hum, it's all one: By god's lid, it does 
one's heart good: Vonder comes Faris, yonder comes 
Paris: look ye yonder, niece: Is't not a gallant man 
too, is't not? — Why, this is brave now.—Who ſaid, 
he came home hurt to-day? he's not hurt: why, this 
will do Helen's heart good now. Ha! would I could 
ſee Troilus now !—you ſhall ſee Troilus anon. 

Cre, Who's that ? | 

Helenus paſſes over. 

Pan. That's Helenus,—1 marvel, where Troilus is: 
— That's Helenus ;—1 think he went not forth to-day ; 
—— That's Helenus. 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, ancle ? 

Pan. Helenus ? no;—yes, he'll fight indifferent 
well:—I marvel, where Troilus is! Hark; do you 
not hear the people cry, Troilus? Helenus is a prieſt. 

Cre. What ſneaking fellow comes yonger ? 

| Troilus paſſes over. | 

Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus : Tis 
Troilus! there's a man, niece !—Hem !—Brave Troi- 
Jus ! the prince of chivalry ! 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace 
| Pan. Mark him; note him :—O brave Troilus !\— 
look well upon him, niece; look you, how his ſword 
is bloody/d, and his helm more hack'd than HeQor's ; 
And how he looks, and how he goes !---O admirable 
youth! he ne'er ſaw three and twenty. Go thy way, 
Troilus, go thy way ; had I a ſiſter were a grace, or a 
daughter a goddeſs, he ſhould take his choice. O ad- 
mizable man! Paris ?---Paris is dirt to him; and, I 
warrant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to boot. 
8 Enter Soldiers, Ec. 

Cre. Here come more. 85 

Pan. Aſſes, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran! ge after meat! I could live and die i' the 
eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look; the eagles 


are gone; crows and daws, crows and daws! I had 
rather be ſuch a map as Troilus, than Agamemnon and 
all Greece, 


* 
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Cre. There is among the Greel:s, Acl. Illes; a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel. 

Cre. Well, well. * 

Pan, Well, well ?---Why have you any diſcretion? 
have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is 
not birth, beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, 
learning, gentleneſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and 
ſuch like, the ſpice and ſalt that ſeaſon a man ? 

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man: and then to be bak'd with 
no date in the pye,---for then the man's date is out. 

Pan. You are ſuch a woman! one knows not at 
what ward you lye. ü 

Cre. Upon my back to defend my belly; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, to defend 
mine honeſty ; my maſk, to defend my beauty ; and 
you, to defend all theſe: and at all theſe wards 1 lye, 
at a thouſand watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches, 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that; and that's one 
of the chiefeſt of them too: if I cannot ward what 
I would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how 
I took the blow; unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, and then 
it is paſt watching. 

Pan. You are ſuch another! 

Enter Troilus' Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you. 

Pan. Where? 

Bey. At your own houſe; there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come [Exit Boy.] 1 
doubt he be hurt.— Fare you well, good niece, 

Cre. Agieu, uncle. 

Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cre, To bring, uncle, 


Pan, Ay, a token from Troilus. 
Cre. By the ſame token—you are a bawd— 
2 LExit Pandarus. 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full ſacrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize : 


But mere in Troilus thouſand fold I ſee 
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Than in the glaſs of Pandar's praiſe may be; 

Yet hold 1 of Women are angels, wooing ; 

Things won are done, joy's ſoul lics in the doing : 
That ſhe belov'd knows nought, that knows not this, 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is: 

That ſhe was never yet, that ever knew 

Love got fo ſweet, as when defire did ſue: 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, 
Achievement is, command; ungain'd, beſeecn: 
Then though the heart's content firm love dot! bear, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appear. \ Exeurt. 


en III. 


T he Grecian Camp. . 
Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, Menelaus, 
with others. 


Agam. Princes, | 

What grief hath ſet the jaundice on your cheeks ? 

The ample propoſition, that hope makes 

In all deſigns begun on earth below, 

' Fails in the promis'd largeneſs; checks and diſafters 

Grow in the veins of actions higheſt rear'd ; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting ſap, 

Infe& the ſound pine, and divert his grain 

Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

'That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo'far, 

That, after ſeven years' ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then, you princes, 

Do you with cheeks abaſh'd behold our works; 

And think you ſhames, which are, indeed, nought 
elſe 

But the protracting trials of great Jove, 

To find perſiſtive conſtancy in men? 

The fineneſs of which metal is not found 

In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward, 
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The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, 
The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd and kin: 
But, in the wind and tempeſt of her frown, 
Diſtinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath maſs, or matter, by itſelf 
Lyes, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Neft. With due obſervance of thy godlike ſeat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproof af chance 
I. yes the true proof of men: The ſea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boats dare fail 
Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 
With thoſe of nobler bulk ? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, ancn, behold ; 
The frong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bound in = the two moiſt elements, 
Like Perſeus? horſe: Where's then the ſaucy boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co- rival'd greatneſs? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toaſt for Neptune. Even ſo 
Doth valour's ſhew, and valcur's worth, divide 
In ſtorms of fortune: For, in her ray and brightneſs, 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize, 

Than by the ty ger: but when ſplivting winds 
Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks, a 
Ard flies flee under ſhade, Why, then, the thing of 
courage 2 | f 

As rovz'd v ith rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-ſame key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

US. Agamemnon,— 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoul and only ſpirit, 
Ip whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut up, Hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks. 
Befides the applauſe and approbation 
The which, moſt mighty for thy place and ſway, 


Ze Agamemnon. 
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And thou moſt reverend for thy ſtretcli'd-out-life, 
> 4 | [To Neſtor. 

I give to both your ſpeeches, which were ſuch, 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece, 

Should hold up high in braſs ; and ſuch again, 

As venerable Neſtor, hatch'd in ſilver, 


Should with a bond of air (ſtrong as the axle-tree 


On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekiſh ears 
To his experienc'd tongue,---yet let it pleaſe both, 
'Thou great,---and wiſe,---to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 

Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be 't of leſs 

expect | 
That inatter needleſs, of impartleſs burden, 
Divide thy lips; than we are confident, 
When rank Therſites opes his maſtiff jaws, * 
We {hall hear muſic, wit, and oracle. 

Uly/. Troy, yet upon her baſis, had been down, 
And the great Hector's ſword had lack'd a maſter, 
But for theſe inſtances. | 
The ſpecialty of rule hath been neglected; 

And; look, how many Grecian tents do ſtand 

Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers ſhall all repair, 

What honey is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
The unworthieſt thews as fairly in the maſk. 

The heavens themſelves, the planets, and this centre, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 

Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 

Office, and cuſtom, in all line of order: 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron'd and ſpher'd 

Amidf the other; whoſe med'cinable eye 

Corretts the ill aſpects of planets evil, 

And poſts, like the commandant of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad: But, when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to diſorder wander, D 38h 
What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ? 
What raging of the ſea? ſhaking of earth ? 
Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors, 
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Divert and crack, rend, and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of ftates 

Quite from their fixure? O, when degree 1s ſhak'd, 
Which is the ladder to all high deſigns, 

The enterprize is ſick! How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable ſhores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, ſceptres, laurels, 
But by degree, ſtand in authentic place! 

Take but degree away, untune that ſtring, 

And, hark, what n ! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 
Should lift their boſoms higher than the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this folid globe: 

Strength ſhould be lord of imbecility, 

And the rude ſon ſhould ftrike his father dead : 
Force thould be right; or, rather right and wrong 
(Between whoſe endleſs jar juſtice reiides) 
Should loſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes itſelf in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an univerſal wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with will and power, 

Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey, - 

And, laſt, eat up himſelf, Great Agamemnon, 
This chaos, when degree is ſuffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpoſe 

It hath to climb: The general's diſdain'd 

By him one ſtep below: he, by the next; 

"Phat next, by him beneath: ſo every ſtep, 
Exampled by the firlt pace that is ſick 

Of his ſuperior, grows to an envious fever 

Of ay and bloodleſs emulation : 

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own ſinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakneſs ſtands, not in her ſtrength. 


Ne. Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover d 
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The fever whereof all our power is ſick. 
Agam. The nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyſſes, 
What 1s the remedy ? | 
D. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
The finew and the forehand of our hoſt,— | 
Having has ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lyes ae our deſigns: With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live long day 
Breaks ſcurril jeſts; 
And with ridiculous and awk ward action 
Which, ſlanderer, he imitation calls) 
e pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; 
And, like a ſtrutting player, —whoſe conceit 
Lyes in his ham-ftring, and doth think it rich 
'To hear the wooden * and ſound 
Twixt his ſtretch'd footing and the ſcaffoldage,— 
Such to- be- pitied and o'er-refted ſeemin 
He acts thy greatneſs in: and when he ſpeaks, 


'Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unſquar'd, 


Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon drop'd, 
Would ſeem hyperboles. At this fuſty ſtuff, 
The large Achilles, on his preſs'd bed lolling, 
From his deep cheſt laughs out a loud f 
Cries—“ Excellent? —'tis Agamemnon juſt. 

Nou play me Neſtor;—hem, and ſtroke thy beard, 
As he, being dreſt to ſome oration.” 

That's done ;—as near as the extremeſt ends 

Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet good Achilles ftill cries, © Excellent! 

© *T1s Neſtor right! Now play him me,. Patroclus, 

* Arming to 0 


ver in a night alarm. a 
And then, forſooth, the faint defects of age 

Muſt be the ſcene of mirth; to cough, 5. ſpit, 
And with a palſy-fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in and out the rivet :—and at this ſport, 

Sir Valour dies; cries, © Ol enough, Patroclus ; 
Or give me ribs of ſteel! I ſhall Clit all 

In pleaſure of my ſpleea.” And in this fahion, 
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All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 


Severals and generals of 


race exact, 


Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſs, or loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 
As ſtuff for theſe two to make | 

Neft. And in the imitation of theſe twain 

Whom, as Ulyſſes ſays, opinion crowns 

1th an imperial voice) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown ſelf-will'd; and bears his head 
In ſuch a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him; 
Makes factious feaſts ; rails on our ſtate of war, 
Bold as an oracle; and ſets Therſites 
(A ſlave, whoſe gall coins ſlander like a mint) 
To match us in compariſons with dirt; 
To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
How rank ſo ever rounded in with danger. 

DH. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice j 
Count wiſdom as no member of the war ; . 
Foreſtall prefcience, and eſteem no act 
But that of hand: the ſtill and mental parts, — 

That do contrive how many hands fhall ſtrike, 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know, by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil, the enemies* weight, 
Why, this hath not a _— dignity ; 


They call this—bed-wor 


doxes. 


, mappery, cloſet war: 


So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 

They place before his hand that made the engine; 

Or thoſe, that with che fineneſs of their ſouls 

By reaſon guide his execution, 
Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horſe 

Makes many Thetis' ſons. 
Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 


Men 


Aga 
Aue 
Aga 


Vol. 


From Troy. 


Enter Aneas. 


[ Trumpet ſounds, 


What would you fore our tent? 
. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you? 


. Even this. 
VII. 


P 


* 

— — — — — 
— => _ 

- * 
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Ane. May one that is a herald, and a prince, 
Do a fair meſſage to his kingly ears? 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger than Achilles' arm 
*Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

Ane. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks | 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Aga. How ? | | = 

Ane. I aſk that I might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : ' - 
Which 1s that god in office, guiding men ? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Ane. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 

As bending angels; that's their fame in peace: 

But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 

Good arms, ſtrong joints, true ſwords; and, Jove's accord, 

Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, Æneas, 

Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 

The worthineſs of praiſe diſdains his worth, 

If that the prais'd himſelf bring the praiſe forth, 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows; that praiſe, ſole pure tran- 
ſcends. 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf Aneas ? 

Aue. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you? 

ne. Sir, pardon ; *tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Aga. He hears nought privately, that comes from 

| Troy. 

Hue. Nor 4 from Troy come not to whiſper him: 

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; 
To ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent. 
And then to ſpeak. 

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind ; 
It is not Agamemnon's ſleeping hour: 
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That thou ſhalt know, Trojan; he is awake, 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. 
ne. Trumpet blow loud, 

Send thy braſs voice through all theſe lazy tents ; 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud. 

[Trumpet,s ſound, 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, Priam is his father, 
Who in this dull and long-continu'd truce 
Is raſty grown; he bade me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak. Kings, princes, lords! 
If there be one, among the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That holas his honour higher than his eaſe ; 
That ſeeks his praiſe more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his F ae 
That loves his miſtreſs more than in confeſſion, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves) 
And dare avow her beauty, and her worth, 
In. other arms than hers,—to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his arms; 
And will to-morrow with his trampet call, 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To roule a Grecian that is true in love: 
If any come, Hector ſhall honour him; 
If none, he'll ſay in Troy, when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are ſun-burn'd, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a lance. Even ſo much. 

Aga. This ſhall be told our lovers, lord Eneas; 
If none of them have ſoul in ſuch a kind, 
We left them all at home : But we are ſoldiers ; 
And may that ſoldier a mere recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love? 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none elſe, I am he. 

Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandſire ſuck'd : he is old now; 
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Bvt, if there be not in our Grecian hoſt 
One noble man that hath one ſ park of fire, 


I o anſwer for his love, Tell him from me,— 


II hide my ſilver bcard in a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn; 

And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 

Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaſte 

As may be in the world: His youth in flood, 

Ill pawn this truth with my three drops of blood. 
Hue. Now heaven forbid ſuch ſcarcity of youth! 
D. amen. 

Aga. Fair lord Zneas, let me touch your hand; 

To our pavilion ſhall I lead you, fir. 

Achilles, ſhall have word of this intent ; 

So ſhall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent; 

Yourſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. [ Exeunt. 

Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor, 
Net. What ſays Ulyſſes ? 
Y. 1 have a young conception in my brain, 

Be you my time to brang it to ſome ſhape. 

Neft. What is't? 
DH. This tis: 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots: The ſeeded pride 

That hath to its maturity blown up | 

In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 

Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like evil, 

To over-bulk us all. 

Neſt, Well, and how? T5 
DN, This challenge that the gallant Hector ſends, | 

However it 1s ſpread in general name, 

Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 

Whoſe groſſneſs lattle characters ſum up: 

And, in the publication, make no firain, 

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 

As banks of Lybia,—though Apollo knows, 

Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of judgment, 

Ay, with celerity, find HeQor's purpole 
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Pointing on him. : 
CU. And wake him to the anſwer, think you ? 
Me. Yes, tis moſt meet: Whom may you elſe 
oppoſe, | 
That can from Hector bring thoſe honours off, 
If not Achilles? Though 't be a ſportful combat, 
Yet in this trial much opinion dwells ; . 
For here the Trojans taſte our dear'ſt repute 
With their fin'ſ palate : And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddly pois'd 
In the wild action: for the ſucceſs, 
Although particular, ſhall give a ſcantling 
Of good or bad unto the general; 
And in ſuch indexes, although ſmall pricks 
To their ſubſequent volumes, there 1s ſeen 
The baby figure of the giant maſs 
Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 
He, that meets Hector, iſſues from our choice: 
And choice, being mutual act of all our ſouls, 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil, 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man diſtill'd 
Out of our virtues; who miſcarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part, 
To ſteal a ſtrong opinion to themſelves ? 
Which entertain'd, limbs are in his inſtruments, 
In no leſs working, than are ſwords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 
DU. Give pardon to my ſpeech ;--- 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, ſhew our fouleſt wares, 
And think, perchance, they'll ſell ; if not, 
The luftre of the better ſhall exceed, 
By ſhewing the worſt firſt. Do not conſent, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 
For both our honour ard our ſhame, in this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange followers. 
Neft. 4 om not with my old eyes; What are 
they! 
DM. What glory our Achilles ſhares from Hector. 
Were he not proud, wall ſhould ſhare with him: 
2 
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But he already is too inſolent: 
And we were better parch in Africk ſan, 
Than in the pride and ſalt ſcorn of his eyes, 
Should he *ſcape Hector fair: If he were foil'd, 
Why, then we did our main opinion cruſh _ 
In taint of our beſt man. No, make a lottery ; 
And; by device, let blockiſh Ajax draw 
The fort to fight with Hector: Among ourſelves,. 
Give him allowance as the better man, | 
For that will phyſic the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applauſe; and make him fall 
His creſt, that prouder than. blue Iris bends. 
If the dull braigleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 
We'll dreſs him up in voices: If he fail, — 
Yet go we under our opinion ſtill, 
That we have better men, But, hit or miſs, 
Our project's life this ſhape of ſenſe aflumes ,—. 
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down. Achilles' plumes. 
Neft. Ulyfles, | 
Yow I begin to reliſh thy advice ; 

And I will give a taite of it forthwith. 
To Agamemnon: go we to him ſtraight. 
Two curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 
Muſt tarre the_maitifts on, as 'twere their bone. 

| | [ Exeunts. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 


The Grecian. Camp. 
Enter Ajax, and Therſites.. 


Hax. FT FTOHERSEFTES,—. * : 
Ther. 1 Agamemnon—haw if he had boils ? fiill; all 
over, generally ? 
Ajax. Therfites, — | 83 
ber. And thoſe boils did run Say ſo, —did: 
not the general run then? were not that 1 core 2 


I. 


Ajax. Dog. — 

Ther. Then there would come ſome matter from 
him; I ſee none now. | 

Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's ſon, canſt thou not hear ? 
Feel then. [ Strikes him. 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mun- 
grel beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unſalted leaven, ſpeak : I 
will beat thee intu handſomeneſs. 

Ther. I (hall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs ; 
but, I think, thy horſe will ſooner con an oration, 
than thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canſt. 
ſtrike, canſt thou? a red murrain o jade's tricks 

Ajax. 'Toads-ſtool, learn me the proclamation. 

her. Doit thou think, Ihave no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt 
me thus ? 

Ajax The proclamation, 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch.. 

7 her. IV ould, thou diaſt iten from head to foot, 
and 1 had the the ſcratching of thee; I would make 
thee the loattfomelt icab in Greece. When thou art 
forth in the incurſions, thou ſtrikeſt as flow as another. 

Ajax. I ſay, the prociamation, 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on 
Achilles; and thowartas full of envy at his greatneſs, 
as Cerberus is at Proſerpina's beauty, ay, that thou 
bark ſt at him. | 

Ajax. Miſtreſs Therſites! 5 

ber. Thou ſhould' it ſtrike him. 

Ajax. Cobloat ! 

Ther. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt, 
as a ſailor breaks a biſcuit, 

Ajax. You whoreſon curl [ Beating bim. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou ſtool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou ſodden-wited lord! thou 
haſt no more brain than I have in my elbows; an 
aſſinego may tutor thee; Thou ſcurvy valiant ats! 
thou. art. here put to thraſh Trojans ; and thou art 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. | 775 


176 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, Ad II. 


brought and ſold among thoſe of any wit, like a Bar- 
barian ſlave. If thou uſe to beat me, I will begin at 
thy beel and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing 
of no bowels, thou ! 
Ajax. You dog! 
. Ther, You ſcurvy lord! 
Ajax. You cur | [ Beating him. 
Ther. Mars his ideot ! do, rudeneſs ; do, camel; 


do, do. | 
— Euler Achilles, and Patroclus. 
Achil Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you 
thus ? 
How now, Thilfites ? what's the matter, man? 
Ther. You fe&him there, do you ? 
Achil. Ay; What's the matter? 
Ther. Nay look upon him. 
Achil. So I do; What's the matter? 
Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 
Achil. Well, why I do ſo, , 
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for, 
whoſoever you take him to be, he 1s Ajax. 
Achil. I know that, fool. > 
Ther. Ay, but the fool knows not himſelf. 
Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. : 
Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he 
utters! his evaſions have ears thus long. I have 
bobb'd his brain, more than he has beat my bones: 1 
will buy nine ſparrows for a penny, and hisp/a mater 15 
not worth the ninth part of a ſparrow. - This lord, 
Achilles, Ajax,—who wears his wit in his belly, and 
his guts in his head, —['ll tell you what I ſay of him. 
Achil. What! 
Ther. I ſay, this Ajax 
Achil. Nay, good Ajax. ä 
[ 4jax offers to flrike him, Achilles interpoſes.. 


Ther. Has not ſo much wit 

Achil. Nay I muſt hold you. | 

Ther. As will ſtop the eye of Helen's needle for 
whom he comes to fight, * 

Achil, Peace, fool ! 


1 A 
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Ther. I would have peace and quietneſs, but the 
fool will not: He there ; that he, look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damn'd cur! I ſhall 

Achil. Will you ſet your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther, No, I warrant you; for a fool's will ſhame it. 

Patr. Good words, Therſites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel ? 

4jax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. [I ſerve thee not. | 

Ajax, Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I ſerve in voluntary. 

Achil. Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, twas not 
voluntary; no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was 
here the voluntary, and you as under an impreſs. 

Ther. Even ſo'?—a great deal of your wit too lies 
in your ſinews, or elſe there be liars. Hector ſhall 
have a great catch, if he knock ont either of your 
brains; a were as good crack a fuſty nut with no 
kernel. £4 

Acbil. What, with me too, Therſites ? 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes and old Neftor,—whoſe wit 
was mouldy ere your grandſires had nails on their 
toes, —yoke you like draft oxen, and make you 
plough up the war. 

Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Yes, good footh; To, Achilles! to Ajax! tot 

Ajax. I ſhall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Tis no matter; I ſhall ſpeak as much as thou, 
afterwards, h 

Patr. No more words, Therſites; peace. 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles“ brach 
bids me, ſhall 18 

Achil. There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will ſee you hang'd, like clotpoles, ere 1 
come any more to your tents; I will keep where there 
is wit ſtirring, and leave the faction of fopls. [ Exit. 

Patr. A good riddance. Tet 

Achil. My this, fir, is proclaim'd through all our 

oft : 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the ſun, 
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Will, with a trumpet, twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call ſome knight to arms, 
That hath a ſtomach; and ſuch a one, that dare 
Maintain—I know not what; *tis traſh : Farewell. 
Ajax. Farewell. Who ſhall anſwer him? 

Achil. 1 know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwiſe, 
He knew his man. - | 
Hax. O, meaning you:—T'll go learn more of it. 
[ Exeunt. 


S C E N E II. 


4K Q 7. 
 Priam's Palace. p 
Enter Priam, Hector, Treilus, Paris, and Helenus. 


Pri. After ſo many hours, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
'Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe—— 
As honour, loſs of time, travel, expence, 

Wount's, friends, and what elſe dear that is confum'd 
In hot digeſtion of this cormorant war, 
Shall be ſtruck of. Hector, what ſay you tot? 
Hef. Though no man leſſer fears the Greeks than J. 
As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 
Dread Priam, | 
There is no lady of more ſofter bowels, 
More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 
More ready to cry out—Who knows what "2mm ? 
Than Hector is: The wound of peace is ſurety, 
Surety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wiſe, the tent that ſearches 
To the bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go: 
Since the firſt ſword was drawn about this queſtion, 
Every tithe ſoul, mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as dear as 1 I mean, of ours: 
If we have loſt many tenths of ours, | 
To guard a thing not ours; not worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten; 
What merits in that reaſon, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 
Tre." Fie, fie, my brother! ot 
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Weigh you the worth and honour of a king, 
So great as our dread father, in a ſcale 
Of common ounces? will you with courtiers ſum 
The paſt-proportion of his infinite? 
And buckle-in a waiſt moſt fathomleſs, 
With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive 
As fears and reaſons? fie, for godly ſhame ! 
Hel. No marvel, though you bite ſo ſharp at reaſons, 
You are ſo empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great {way of his affairs with reaſons, 
Becauſe your ſpeech hath none, that tells him ſo ? 
Tri. Vou are for dreams and ſlumbers, brother prieſt, 
You fur your gloves with reaſon. Here are your rea- 
ſons : a 

You know, an enemy intends you harm; 

You know, a ſword employ'd is perilous, 

And reaſon flies the object of all harm: 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his ſword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of reaſon to his heels ; 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a ſtar diſ-orb'd ?—Nay, if we talk of reaſon, 

Let's ſhut our gates, and ſleep : Manhood and honour 

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 
thoughts | 

With this cramm'd reaſon : reaſon and reſpect 

Make livers pale, and luſtyhood deject. 


Hef. Brother, ſhe is not worth what ſhe doth coſt 


The holding. 
Troi. What is aught, but as *tis valu'd ? 
He#. But value Tells not in particular will ; 
It holds his eſtimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itſelf, 
As in the prizer : *tis mad idolatry, 
To make the ſervice greater than the god; 
And the will dotes, that 1s inclinable 
To what infe ctiouſly itſelf affects, 
Without ſome image of the affected merit. 
Tai. 1 take —— a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; 
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My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous ſhores 
Of will and judgment; How may I avoid, 
Although my will diſtaſte what it elected, 
The wife I choſe? There can be no evaſion 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by honour : 
We turn not back the filks upon the merchaut, 
When we have ſoil'd them; nor the remainder viands 
Me do not throw in unreſpective ſieve, 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris ſhould do ſome vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath of full conſent belly'd his ſails ; 
The ſeas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him ſervice : he touch'd the ports defir'd ; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought n Grecian queen, whoſe youth and freſh- 
neſs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her? The Grecians keep our aunt: 
Is ſhe worth keeping? Why, ſhe is a pearl, 
Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand ſhips, 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants, 
If you'll avouch, twas wiſdom Paris went, 
(As you mult needs, for you all cry'd—Go, go, ) 
If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble prize, 
{As you muſt needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cry'd—Ize/timable ! ) why do you now 
The iſſue of your proper wiſdoms rate; 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar the eſtimation which you priz'd 
Richer than ſea and land? O theft moſt baſe; 
That we have ſtolen what we do feargo keep 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtolen, 
That in their country did them that diſgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place! 
Caf. | within | Cry, Trojans, cry ! 
Pri. What noiſe ? what ſhriek is this? | 
Troi. *Tis our mad ſiſter, I do know her voice. 
Caf. [within] Cry, Trojans ! 1s 
Hee. It is Caſſandra. * ag 
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Enter Caſſundra, raving. 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me tea thouſand eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 
Hee. Peace, fiſter, peace. 
Caſ. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
elders, | 
Soft infancy, that nothing canſt but cry, 
Add to my clamours ! let us' pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practiſe your eyes with tears! 
Troy mult not be, nor gocdly Ilion ſtand; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen, and a woe: 
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. [ Zait. 
Heit, Now, youthful Troilus, do not theſe high 
ſtrains L 
Of divination in our ſiſter work 
Some touches of remorſe ? or is your blood” 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Nor fear of bad ſucceſs in a bad cauſe, 
Can qualify the ſame ? 
rei. Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deje& the courage of our minds, 
Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain-ſick raptures 
Cannot diſtaſte the goodneſs of a quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral honours all gag d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
J am no more touch'd than all Priam's ſons : 
And Jove forbid, there ſhould be done among us 
Such things as would offend the weakeſt ſpleen 
To fight for and maintain! 28 
Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counſels: 
But I atteſt the gods, your full conſent 
Gave wings to my propenſion, and cut off 
All fears attending on ſo dire a project. 
For what, alas, can theſe my ſingle arms ? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour, 
Vol. VII. Q 
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To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were J alone to paſs the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as I have will, 3 
Paris ſhould ne er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purſuit, 
Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 


Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights: 


Vou have the honey ſtill, but theſe the gall; 
So to be valiant, is no praiſe at all. 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not merely to myſelf 
The pleaſure ſuch a beauty brings with it ; 
But 1 would have the ſoil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treaſon were it to the ranſack'd queen, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſſeſſion up, 
On terms of baſe compulſion ? Can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ftrain as this, 
Should once ſet footing in your generous boſoms ? 
There's not the meaneſt ſpirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or ſword to draw, 
When Helen is defended ; nor none ſo noble, 
Whoſe life were ill-beſtow'd, or death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the ſubject: then, I ſay, 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 


The world's large 8 cannot parallel. 


** 


Hett. Paris, and T roilus, you have both ſaid well; 
And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand, | 
Have gloz'd, but ſuperficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Ariſtotle thought a | 
Unfit to hear moral philoſophy : | 
'The reaſons you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot paſſion of diſtemper'd blood, 
'Than to make up a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong; For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true deciſion. Nature craves, 
All dues be render'd to their owners; Now 
What nearer debtin all humaaity, 
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Than wife is to the huſban J? If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection; 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
— To their benumbed wills, refiſt the ſame ; 
There is a law in each well order'd nation, 
To curb thoſe riging appetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient and refractory, 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, 
As it is kaown ſhe is, theſe moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, ſpeak aloud 
To have her back return'd : Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, exten1ates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heavy, HeRtor's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne'ertheleſs, 
My ſprightly brethren, I propend to you 
In reſolution to keep Helen ſtill; 
For *tis a cauſe that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and ſeveral dignities, | 
Troi. Why, there you touch the life of our deſign: | 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
'Than the performance of our heaving ſpleens, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ;. 
A ſpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whoſe preſent courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us: 
For, I preſume, brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 
As {mites upon the forehead of tuis action, 
For the wide world's revenue. 
[1:4. J am yours, 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 
I have a roiſting challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious nobles of the ae 
Will ſtrike amazement to their drowſy ſpirits: | 
I was advertis'd their great general ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation in the army crept ; 
This, I preſame, will wake him. [Exeurt. 
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I OT > 6, & wav i & 
- Tie Grecian Camp. 
Achilles Tent. Enter Therſites. 


How now, Therſites? what, loſt in the labyrinth 
of thy furv ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? 
He beats me, and 1 rail at him: O worthy ſatisfaction ! 
would it were otherwiſe, that I could beat him, whilſt 
he rail'd at me: *Sfoot, I'Il learn to conjure and 
raiſe devil's, but PII fee ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful 
exec rations. Then, there's Achilles,—a rare engineer. 
If Troy be not taken 'till theſe two undermine it, 
the walls will ftand 'till they fall of themſelves, O 
thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that 
thou art Jove the king of gods; and Mercury, loſe all 
the ſerpentine craft of thy CLaduceus ; if ye take not that 
little, little, leſs-than-littie wit from them that they have 
Wich ſhort-arm'd ignorance itlelf knows is ſo abun- 
dant ſcarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly 
from a ſpiler, without drawing the maſſy iron, and 
cutting the web, After this, the vengeance on the 
Whole camp! or, rather, the bone- ache! for that, me- 
thiaks, i the curſe dependant on thoſe that war for a 

Izcket, Fhavye ſaid my prayers; and devil envy, ſay 
Amen. What, ho! my lord Achilles! 

| Enter Patroclus. 

Patr. Who's there? Therſites? Good Therſites, 
come in and rail. 

her. If I could have remember'd a gilt counterfeit, 
thou would*ſt not have ſlipp'd out of my contempla- 
tion: but it is no matter, Thyſelf upon thyſelf ! The 
common curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance, be 
thine in great revenue! heaven bleſs thee from a 
tutor, and diſcipline come not near thee! Let thy 
blood be thy liretion 'till thy death! then if ſhe 
that lays thee out, ſays—thou art a fair corſe, I'll be 
ſworn and ſworn upon 't, ſhe never ſhrouded any but 
lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Petr. What, art thou devout? waſt thou in prayer? 

"her, Ay; The heavens hear me! | 


AZ II. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 135 


Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who's there? 

Patr. Therſites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where ?!—Art thou come? Way, 
my cheeſe, my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſere d 
thyſeif in to my table ſo many mzals? Come, what's 
Agamemnon ? 

Ver. Thy commander, Achilles ;—Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what's Achilles ? | 

Patr. Thy lord, Therſites; Then tell, me, I pray 
thee, what's thyſelf? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, Pay 
troclus, what art thou ? 

Pair. Thou may'ſt tell, that know'ſt. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther. I'll decline the whole queſtion, Agamemnon 
commands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; I am Patro- 
clus' knower; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Patr. You raical ! 

T her. Peace, fool; I have nvt done. 

Achil. He is a privileg'd man.—Proceed,”Therftes, 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; 
Taerſites is a fool; and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus is a 
fool. 

Achil. Derive this; come. 

her. Agamemnon is a fool; to offer to command 
Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga- 
memnon; Therſites is a fool, to ſerve ſuch a fool; 
and Patroclus is a fool poſitive. 

Patr. Why am Ja fool ? | 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover.—It ſuflices 
me, thou art. Look you, who comes here ? 

Emer Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, and Aj ax. 

Achil. Patroclus, 1'11 ſpeak with no body: 
Come in with me Therſites. . [ Exit. 

1 ber. Here is ſuch patchery, ſuch juggling, and 
ſuch knavery ! all the argument is—a cuckold, and a 
whore; A good quarrel, to driw emalous fattions,, 
and bleed to death "pon. Naw the drv /erpigo on tho 

2 


_* + 


185 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. AX 1. 


ſubject! and war, and lechery, confound them all! 

| [ Exit. 
Aze. Where is Achilles? . 
Patr. Within his tent; but ill-diſpos'd, my lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 

He ſhent our meſſengers: and we lay by 

Our appertainments, viſiting of him: 

Let him be told ſo; leſt perchance, he think 

We dare not move the queſtion of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 


Patr, 1 ſhall ſo ſay to him. [ Exit, 
i Uly. We ſaw him at the opening of his tent; 
He is not ſick. 


Ajax. Ves, hon-fick, fick of a proud heart; you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; 
but, by my head, tis pride: But why, why ? let him 
thew us a cauſe,.—A word, my lurd. [To Agamemnon. 

Neft. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 

Li. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Neſt. Who? Therſites? 

DUH. He. 

Nejt. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loſt 
his argument. 1 

UlyJ. No; you ſee, he is his argument, that has his 
argument; Achilles. 

Neft. All the better; their fraction is more our wiſh, 
than their faction; But it was a ſtrong compolure, a 

fool could diſunite. 
Du. The amity, that wiſdom knits not, folly may 
eafily untye. Here comes Patroclus. 
Re-enter Patroclus, 
';4. No Achilles with him. | 
CA. The elephant hath joints, but none for courteſy; 
His legs are for neceſſity, not for flexure. 
Patr. Achilles bids me ſay—he is much ſorry, 
If any thing more than your ſport and pleaſure 
Did move your greatneſs, and this noble ſtate, 
To call on him; he hopes, it is no other, 
But, for your health and your digeſtion fake, 
An after-dinner's breath, 
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Aga. Hear you, Patroclus; 

We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers: 

But his evaſion, wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 

Cannot out-fly our apprehenſions. 

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reaſon 

Why we aſcribe it to him: yet all his virtues, — 

Not virtuouſly on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes, begin to loſe their gloſs; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholeſome diſn, 

Are like to rot untaſted. Go and tell him, 

We come to ſpeak to him: And you ſhall not ſin, 

If you do fay—we think him over-proud, 

And under-honeſt; in ſelf-aſſumption greater, 

Than in 85 _—_— of judgment ; and worthier than him- 

ſelf, 

Here tend the ſavage ſtrangeneſs he puts on; 

Diſguiſe the holy itrength of their command, 

And under-write 1n an obſerving kind | 

His humourous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettiſh lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 

The paſſage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this; and add, 

That, ifhe over-hold his price ſo much, 

We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lye under this report 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 

A ſtirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Be fore a ſleeping giant: — Tell him ſo. * 
Patr. I ſhall ; and bring his anſwer preſently. [ Exit. 
Aga. In ſecond voice we'll not be ſatisfied, 

We come to ſpeak with him.—Ulyſſes, enter you. 

[Exit Ulyſſes. 
Ajax. What 1s he more than another ? 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he fo much? Do you not think, he thinks 
himſelf 

A better man than I ? 
Aga. No queſtion. 
Aaæ. Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay, —he is? 
Age, No, noble Ajax; you are as ſtrong, as valiant, 


* 
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As wiſe, and no leſs noble, much more gentle, 
And altogether more traQable. ; 
Ajax, Why ſhould a man be proud ? 
How doth pride grow? I know not what pride is. 
Aga. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
The fairer. He that's proud, eats up himſelf: 
Pride 1s his own glaſs, 2 own trumpet, his 
Ou n chronicle: and whate'er praiſes itſelf 
But in the deed, de vours the deed i' the praiſe. 
Ajax. 1 do hate a proud man, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. | 
Neft. [Afide.] And yet he loves himſelf; Is it not 


Ft 
2 Re-enter Des. 
D. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Aga. What's his excuſe? 
Ua. He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the ſtream of his diſpoſe, 
Without obſervance or reſpe& of any, 
In will peculiar and in ſelf-admiſſion. 
Aga. Wiy will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
Untent his perſon, and ſhare the air with us ? 
Ulyf. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſt's ſake only, 
He makes important: Poſſeſt he is with greatneſs; 
And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſelf breath: imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood ſuch ſwoln and hot diſcourſe, . 
That, *twixt his mental and his active parts, 


Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 


And batrers down himſelf: What ſRould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry No recovery. 

ga. Let Ajax go to him.— 
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 


[is ſaid, he holds you well; and will be led, 


At your requeſt, a little from himſelf. 
CH. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo! 
We'll conſecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles: Shall the proud lord, 


That baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam ; 


* 
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And never ſuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — ſave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himfelf,—ſhall he be worſhipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Muſt not ſo ſtale his palm, nobly acquir'd; 
Nor, by my will, aſſubjugate kis merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is, 
Ey going to Achilles : 
'That were to enlard his fat-already pride : 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid ; 
And tay in thunder Achilles go to him. 
Net. O, this is well: he rubs the vein of him. 
[ L/de. 
Dio. And how his filence drinks up this applauſe! 


[ Aide. 

Ajax. If I go to him, with my armed fiſt 

I'll paſh him o'er the face. 
Aga. O, no, you ſhall not go. | ] 
Ajax. An he be proud with me, I'II pheeze his 

pride 

Let me go to him. 
U!/;/). Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Ajax. A paltry inſolent fellow, — 


Net. How he deſcribes himſelf! [Alde. 


Ajax. Can he not be ſociable? 
LDH. The raven chides blackneſs. Alte. 


4;ox. I'Il let his kumours blood. 
Aga. He will be the phyſician, that ſhould be the 


patient. ULAlide. 
Ajax. An all men were o' my mind,. — 
L. Wit would be out of fathion. [ L/ide. 


Hax. He ſhould not bear it ſo, : 
He ſhould eat ſwords firſt : Shall pride carry it? 


Neft. An *tv. ould, you'd carry half. [Afede. 
L. He would have ten ſhares. Aide. 


Ajax. Iwill knead him, I'll make him ſupple :— 
Nef. He's not vet thorough warm: force him with 
praiſes: [Aae. 


——— At, 7 | 
N ve _ 


— 


190 TAaOILUS AND CRESSIDA, Aa II. 


Pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. 
UV. My lord, you feed too much on this diſlike. 
| * [70 Agamemuc n. 
Ne. Our noble general, do not do ſo. 
Dio. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
. Why, 'tis the naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man—But 'tis before his face; 
I will be ſilent. a 
Neft. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 
D. Know the whole world, he is as valiant, 
Var. A whoreſon dog, that ſhall palter thus with us! 
Would, he were a Trojan! 
Ne. What a vice were it in Ajax now 
LDH. If he were proud ? 
Dio. Or covetous of praiſe ? 
D. Ay, or ſurly borne? | 
Dio. Or ſtrange, or ſelf- affected: 
Du. Thank the heavens, lord, thon art of ſweet 
compoſure ; 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſack : 
Fam'd be thy tutor: and thy parts of nature 
Tarice fam'd, beyond all erudition : 
But he that diſciplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To finewy Ajax. I will not praife thy wiſdom, 
Which, lice a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, conſines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts: Here's Neſtor, — 
Inſtructed by the antiquary times, 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be iſe; 
But pardon, father Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax: 
Ajax, Shall I call you father? 
Neſt. Ay, my good ſon. 
Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 


There is no tarrying here; the hart Achflles 
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Keeps thicket. Pleaſe it our great general 

To call together all his ſtate of war; 

Freſh kings are come to Troy: To- morrow, 

We mult with all our main of power ſtand faſt: 

And here's a lord, - come knights from eaſt to weſt, 

And cull their flower, Ajax ſhall cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to council, Let Achilles ſleep. 

Light boats ſail ſwift, though greater hulks draw deep. 


4 * [ Exeunt, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


TO 


De Palace. | 
Enter Pandarus, and a Servant. ¶ Mufic within, ] 


Pan. FRIEND! you! pray vou, a word: Do not 
you follow.the young Tord Paris ? 

Serv. Ay, fir, when die goes before me. 

Par. You do depend upon tam,” 1 mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do depengrupenthe lord. | 

Pan. You do dependauportznoble gentleman; I 
muſt needs praiſe him. . 9 ä 

Serv. The lord be praffeg? 

Pan. You know me, de you not ? 

Serv. Faith, fir, ſuperhctally. Y 

Pan. Friend, know'meÞetter ; I am the lord Pan- 
darus. . 

Serv. I hope, I ſhall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do deſire it, T 

Serv, You are in the ſtate of grace? 

Pun. Grace! not ſo, friend; honour and lordſhip 
are my titles. What muſic is this? 

Serv. 1 do but partly know, fir; it is muſic in 
parts. 

Pan. Know you the muſicians ? 

Serv, Wholly, fir. 
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Pan. Who play they to? 

Serv. To the hearers, fir, 1 

Pan. At whoſe pleaſure, friend? 45. 

Serv. At mine, fir, and theirs that love mufic. 

Pau. Command, I an, friend ? 

Serv. Who ſhall I command, fir ? 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another; I 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning ! At whoſe 
requeſt do theſe men play? 

Serv. That's to 't, indeed, fir: Marry, fir, at the 
requeſt of Paris my lord, who is there in perſon; with 
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, 
love's inviſible ſoul, 

Pan. Who, my couſin Creſſida? 

Serv. No fir, Helen; Could you not find out that 
by her attributes? 

Pan. It ſhould ſeem, fellow, that thou haſt not 
ſeen the lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeak with Paris 
from the Prince Troilus: I will make a complimental 
aſſault upon him, for my. buſineſs ſeeths. 

Serv. Soddembuſine there's a ſtew'd phraſe, in- 


deed! 2 . -» - 3 
Enter Pai ended. 
Pan, Fair be t id to all this fair 
company! fair d r meaſure, fairly 
3 queen! fair 


guide them —eſpe 
thoughts be your far hee 
Helen. Dear lord, Mate of fair words. 
Pan. You ſpeak yourvam ure, ſweet queen.— 
Fair prince, here is good Men muſic. 
Par. You have broke it, couſin: and, by my life, 
you ſhall make it whole again; you ſhall piece it out 
with a piece of your performance: — Nell, he is full 
of harmon v. | 
Pan. Truly, lady, no. 
Helen. O, fir, — l 
Pan. Rude, in footh ; in good ſooth, very rude. 
Par. Well ſaid, my lord! well, you ſay ſo in fits. 
Pan. I have buſineſs to my lord, dear queen: My 
ford, will you vouchſafe mea word? 
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Helen. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out; we'll hear 
you fing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, ſweet queen, you: are pleaſant with 
me.— But (marry) thus, my lord. My dear lord, 
and moſt eſteemed friend, your brother Troilus— 

Helen. My lord Pandarus; honey- ſweet lord. 

Pan, Go to, ſweet queen, go to :—commends him- 
ſelf moſt affectionately to you. 

Helen. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody; 3 If 
you do, our melancholy upon your head 

Pan. Sweet queen, ſweet queen; that's a ſweet 
queen, i' faith. 

i Helen. And to make a ſweet 1 ſad, is a Gas: of- 
ence. 

Pan. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn ; that ſhall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for ſuch words; 
no, no.— And, my lord, he deſires you, that, if the 
king call for him at ſupper, you will make his excuſe. 

Belen, My lord Pandarus, — 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet queen; my very very 
ſweet queen ? 

_ What cx band ? where ſups he to- 
night 

2 Nay, but my lord. 5 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet queen? My couſin will 
fall out with you. 

Helen. Vou muſt not know where he ſups. 

Par, I'll lay my life, with my diſpoſer Creſſida. 

Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide ; come, 
your diſpoſer is ſick. 

Par. Well, Pit make excuſe; 

Pan. Ay; good my lord. Why ſhould you ſay 
Creflida ? — your poor diſpoſer's ſick. 

Par. I ſpy. 

Pan. You ſpy ! what do you-ſpy ?—Come, give me 
an inſtrument.— Now, ſweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, [weet _ 

Vole - R 
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Helen. She ſhall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. lh | 

Pan. He! no ſhe'll none of him; they two are 
twain. Be og : 

Helen, Falling in, after falling out, may make them 


Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this; III 
fing you a ſong now. 
elen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, ſweet 
lord, thou haſt a fine forehead. 
Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 
Helen. Let thy ſong be love: this love will undo us 
all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 
Pan. Love, ay, that it ſhall, i' faith. 
Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love, 
Pan. In gaod troth, it begins ſo : 
„Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more! 
„ For, oh, love's bow 
% Slfoots buck and doe: 
„The ſhaft confounds 
Not that it wounds, 
«« Buttickles ſtil] the ſore. 
«© Theſe lovers cry—Oh! oh! they die 
Vet that which ſeems the wound to kill, 
«« Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 
«« So dying love lives ſtill : 
« Oh! oh! a while, bot ha! ha! ha! 
«© Oh! oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! 
rs „Hey ho!“ 
Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the noſe. 
Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
- and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds 1s 
love. | 
Pan. Is this the ration of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds ? Why, they are vipers: Is 
loves a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a- field 
to-day ? 
Pu Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of op = I would fain e arm'd 
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to-day, but my Nell would not have it ſo: How 
chance my br Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at ſomething you know 
all, lord Pandarus. 
Pan. Not I, honey-ſweet queen.—I long to hear 


how they ee to-day,—Yow'll remember your bro- 
ther's excuſe ? 
Par, To a hair. | 
Pan. Farewell, ſweet queen. 
Helen, Commend me to your niece. | 
Pan. I will, ſweet queen, [ Exit. Sound a retreat. 
Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's 
hall, 
To greet the warriors, Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you 
To help unarm our Hector: his tabborn buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of ſteel, 
Or force of Greekith finews ; you ſhall do more 
Than all the iſland kings, diſarm great Hector. 
Helen. Twill make us proud tobe his ſervant, Paris: 
Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have; 
Yea, over-ſhines ourſelf. 


Par. Sweet, above chonght love hee. 2 
S. n 


Pandarus* Garden. 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilus' man. 


Pan. How now? where's thy maſter ? at my cou- 
ſin Creflida's ? 


Enter Treilus. 


Serv. No, fir; he ay for you to conduct him chi- 
Pan. O, here he comes. How now 
Sirrah, walk oft. 


ther. 
„ a 
Pan. Have you ſeen my couſin? 


TFroi. No, Pandarus: I ſtalk about (ER | 
Like a ſtrange ſoul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe fields, 


_ 
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Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
— for the deſerver! O gentle Hundarus, 
rom s ſhou luck his painted Wings, 
And fly Kiel me t TY 7 : 
Dan. Walk here i' the orchard, 1 will bring her 
ſtraight. [Exit Pandarus. 
_ Toi, I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet | 
That it enchants my ſenſe ; What will it be, 
When that the watry palate taſtes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed near ? death, I fear me; 
— deſtruction; or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubtle potent, tun'd too ſharp in [weetneſs, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers: 
I fear it much; and I do fear beſides, 
That I hall loſe diſtinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on Rog 
The enemy flying 
Ne. enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'll come ftraight ; 
you muſt be witty now. She does ſo bluſh,” and 
fetches her wind ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were - frayed with 
a ſprite : I'll fetch her. It is the prettieſt villain 
ſhe-fetches her breath ac ſhort as a new-ta'en ſparrow. 

[ Exit Pandarus. 
Troi. Even ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulſe; 
And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſſalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majeſty. 
Enter Pandarus, and Creſida. 
Fa. Come, come, what need you bluſh? ſhame's 
a baby, {rc ſhe is now: ſwear the oaths now to her, 
that. Wy re {worn to me. What; are yon gone 
again? you muſt be watehꝰd ere you be made 1 
you? Come your ways, come Jour mays. you 
draw backward, we'll put you i' the files — Why do 
ou not ſpeak-to her! Come draw this curtain, and 
et's ſee. your picture. Alas the day, how-Jeth you 
are to offend day light! an *twere dark, you'd cloſe 
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ſooner. So, ſo; rub on, and kiſs the miſtreſs, How 
now, a kiſs in fee-farm! build there, carpenter ; 
the air is ſweet. Nay, you ſhall fight your hearts out, 
ere I part you. The faulcon as the texcel, for all the 
ducks i' the river: go to, go to. 
Toi. You have bereft me of all words, 9 
Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but 
ſhe'll bereave you of the deeds too, if ſhe: call your 
activity in queſtion. What, billing'again ? here's 
In witneſs whereef the parties interchangeably—Come 
in, come in; I'll go get a fire. | | 
; [Exit Pandarus, 


Cre, Will you walk in, my lord ? : 
Troi O Creflida, how often have I wiſh'd-me thus ? 
; * Wich'd, my lord ?—The gods grant !—O my 
— --; 1 

Troi, What ſhould they grant“ what makes this 
pretty abruption? What too curious dreg eſpies my 
tweet lady in the fountain of our love? 

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

T roi. Fears — devils of cherubims; they never 
fee truly. 8 

Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing reaſon leads, ſinds ſafer 
footing than blind reaſon ſtumbling without fear: To 
fear the worſt, oft cures the worſt. 

Troi. O, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all 
Cupid's pageant there is — no moniter, 

Cre. Nor nothing monitrous neither ? 

Troi, Nothing, but our undertakings; when we 
vow to 3 live in ſires, eat rocks, tame tygers; 
thinking it harder for our miſtreſs to deviſe impoſition 
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty impoſed. 
This is the monſtruolity in love, lady,—that the will 
is infinite, and the execution confin'd ; that the deſire 
is boundleſs, and the act a ſlave to limit. 

Cre. They ſay, all lovers ſwear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never perform; rowing more than the perfection of 
ten, and diſcharging | 4 than the tenth part of one. 
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They that have the ywoice of lions, and the act of 
hares, are they not monſters ? | 
Troi. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as 
we are taſted, allow us as we prove; our head ſhall 
bare, till merit crown it: no perfection in rever- 
on ſhall have a praiſe in preſent: we will not name 
deſert, before his birth; and being born, his addi- 
tion ſhall be humble. Few words to fair faith: Troi- 
lus ſhall be ſuch to Oreſſid, as what envy can ſay worſt, 
mall be a mock for his truth; and what truth can ſpeak 
trueſt, not truer than Troilus. 1 
Cre, Will you walk in, my lord ? 
| Ne enter 'Pandarus. o | 
Pan. What, bluſhing fill? have you not done talk- 


ing yet? © . ++ | 
Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 2 | 


Pan. I thank you for that; if my lord get a boy of 
vou, you'll give him me: Be true to my lord; if he 

flinch, chide me for it. . 

- 'Troi. You know now your hoſtages ; your uncle's 

word, and my firm faith. | : 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our 
Kindred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, 
they are conſtant, being won: they are burrs, I can 
tell you; they'll ſtick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and brings me 

heart 

Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day, 

For many weary months. 

Tros. Why was my Creſſid then ſo hard to win? 
Cre. Hard to ſeem won; but I was won, my lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever Pardon me 
If I confeſs much, you will play the tyrant, 

I love you now; but not, *till now, ſo much 
But I might maſter it: in faith, Ilie 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, (grown 
oo headſtrong for their mother: See, we fools ! 

Why have Flllabb'd ? who ſhall be true to us, 

When we are ſo unſecret to ourſelves ? 
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Bat though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wiſt'd — 4 2. 


Or, that we women had men's vv 
Of ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bias my tongue ; 
For, in this rapture, I ſhalhſarely ſpeak 
The thing I ſhall repent. See, 2 your filence, 
| Cunning in dumbneſs, from my weakneſs draws 
My very ſoul of counſel : Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And ſhall, albeit ſweet muſic iſſues thence, 
Pan. Pretty, i i faith 
Cre. My lord, I do beſeech you, pardon 1 
Twas not my purpoſe, thus to beg a kiſs : 
I am aſham'd ;—O heavens ! what have Py 5 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 
FTiroi. Your leave, ſweet Creſſid? 7 
M Pan, Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning. 
Cre. Pray you, content you. 
Troi. What offends you, lady? 
Cre. Sir, mine own company. 
Thoi. Y ou cannot ſhun yourſelf. 
Cre. Bet me go and try 
I have a kind 'of ſelf reſides with you ; 
But an unkind ſelf, that itſelf will leave,” 
To be ad fer fool.—l will be gone 
Where is my wit ? | ſpeak I know not what. 


7Troi, Well know —_— what they ſpeak, that ſpeak 

ſo wiſel 

| Cre. Perchance, = ial, I ſhew more craft than 
love; b 

And fell ſo roundly to N confeſſion; 

To angle for your though gh: Bat you are wile ; 

Or elſe you love not; be wiſe, and love, 5 

Exceeds man's might; ; that dwells with gods above. 

Troi. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, 1 will preſume in you) 


Io feed for aye her lamp and ſlames of love; 


To keep her conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out- living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth renew. ſwiſter chan hlood decays! 
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Or that perſuaſion could but thus canvince me. — « they 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affrogted.wi hr the match and weight 


Of ſuch a winnaw@purity in love; 
How were I then uplifted$ but alas, 
I am as true as truth's ſimplicity, -- - 
And ſimpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cre. In that il war with you. 

Troi. O virtuous fight, . | 
When right with right wars who ſhall be moſt right ! 
True Wains in love ſhall, in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhymes, 
Full of proteſt, of oaths,! and big compare, 

Want finulies, truth tir'd with iteration, — 

As true as ſteel, as plantage to the moon, | * 

As ſun to day, as turtle to her mate, * 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 

Yet after all compariſons of truth, 

As truth's authentic author to be cited, 

As true as Troilus ſhall crown * the — 2 

And ſanctify the numbers. . 
Cre. Prophet may you be ! 

If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from uuch, 

When time is old and hath forgot itſelf, 

When water-drops have worn the ſtones @ 

And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up. 

And mighty ſtates characterleſs are — 

To duſly nothing; yet let memory, 

From falſe to fal [3 among ful ſe maids in love, 

Upbraid my falſhood ! when they have ſaid- as falſe 

As air, as water, wind, or ſandy earth, | 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, | | 

Pard to the kind, or ſtep#ame to her ſon; * | 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſick the heart of falſhood, i 

As falſe as Creflid, 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made: ſeal it, ſeal it: 1'11 
be the witneſs Here I hold your hand; here, my 
couſin's. If ever you prove falſe to one another, 
ſince I have taken ſuch-pains to bring you together, 
let all pitiful goers-between be called to the world's 
end after my name, call them all—Pandars ; let all 


* 
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incenſtant men be Troilus's, all falſe women Creſſids, 
and all brokers-between Pandars ! fay amen. 
Troi. Amen. 1 | 
Cre. Amen. | 0” ig 
Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will ſhew you a bed- 
chaniber; which bed, becauſe it hall not ſpeak of 
your pretty encounters, preſs it to death: away. 
And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here; 
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear! 
„ adkada Lough { Exeunt. 
% R N 
| The Grecian Camp. 55 
Enter Agamem nos, Ulyſſes, Diomed, Neſtor, Ajax, 
* 8 Calchas. e 


Cal. Now princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud a 
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the ſight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my poſſeſſions, 
Incurr'd a traitor's name; expos'd myſelf, 
From certain and poſſeſt conveniences, 
To doubtful fortunes ; ſequeſtring from me alt 
That time, acquaintance, cuſigm, and condition, 
Made tame and moſt familiar to my nature; 
And here, to do yea ſervice, am become 
As new into the world, ſtrange, unacquainted : 
do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, | 
To give me now a little benefit, | 
Out of thoſe many regiſter'd in promiſe, 
Which, you ſay, live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What would'ſt thou of us, Trojan? make 
demand. T 
Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yeſterday took; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you thanhs therefore) 
Deſir'd my Creſſid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath ſtill deny d: But this ot. 
I know, is ſuch a wreſt in their affairs, - 
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That their negociations all muſt lack, 

Wanting his manage; and they will almoſt 

Give us a prince of blood, a fon of Priam, . 

In change of him: let him be ſent, great princes, 

And he thall buy my daughter; and her preſence 

Shall quite ſtrike off all ſervice I have done, 

In moft accepted pain. | 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Creſſid hither ; Calchas ſhall have 

What he requeſts of us. Good Diomed, 

Furniſh you fairly for this interchange : 

Withal, bring word—if Hector wil to-morrow 

Be anſwer'd in his challenge: Ajax is ready. 
Diom. This ſhall I undertake; and 'tis a burden 

Which I am proud to bear. Exit Diemed, aud Calchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their tent. 

Li. Achilles ftands i“ the entrance of his tent: 

Pleaſe it our general to paſs ſtrangely by kim, 

As if he were forgat ;—and, princes all, 

Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him ;—— | 

Iv ill come laſt : *Tis like he'll queſtion me, : 

Why ſuch unplauſive eyes are bent, why turn'd on him: 

If ſo, I have deriſion med'cinable, ITY | 

To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 

Which his own will ſhall have defire to drink; 

It may do good: pride hath na other — 

To ſhew itſelf, but pride; for ſupple knees 

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees, 
Aga. We'll execute your purpoſe, and put on 

A form of ſtrangeneſs as we paſs along ;—— 

So do each lord; and either greet him not, 

Or elſe difdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more 

Than if not lock'd on. I will lead the way. * 
Achil. What, comes the general to ſpeak with me? 

You know my mind, I'll fight no more gainſt Troy. 
Aga. What ſays Achilles; would he augkr with us? 
Neſt. Would . my lord, aught with the general? 
Achil. "Nop ee ee e 
Ne. Nothing, my lord? a: : 
c 
Achil. Good day, gcod day. 
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Men. Haw do you? how do you? 
Achil. What, does the cuckold ſcorn me? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 


Ajax. Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow. rol 5.6 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Excunt. 

Achil. What mean theſe fellows ? know they not 
Achilles? 


Patr. They paſs by ſtrangely: they were us'd to bend, 
To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achilles; 

To come as humbly, as they uſed to creep 
To holy altars. | | 

Achil What, am I poor of late? 

*T'is certain, greatneſs, once fallen out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with men too : What the declin'd 1s, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the ſummer ; 
And not a man, for being ſimply man, 

Hath any honour ; but's honour'd for theſe honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: of 

Which when they fall, as being ſlippery ſtanders, 
The love that lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 

Doth one pluck down another, and together 

Die in the fall. But 'tis not ſo with me: 

Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 

At ample point all that I did poſſeſs, | 
Save theſe men's looks; who do, methinks, fin i out 
Something in me not worth that rich beholding 

As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes; 

Il interrupt his reading. How now, Ulyſſes? 
Dun. Now, great Thetis' ſon ? 

Achil. What are you reading? 

YA ſtrange fellow here | 
Writes me, That man—how dearly ever parted, 
ee in having, or without, or in, —— 
Cannotmake boaſt to have that which he hath, 

Nos feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 
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As when his virtues ſhining upon others 
Heat them, and they. retort that heat again 
To the firſt giver,” ? 
Acbil. This is not range, Ulyſſes. 
'The beauty that is borne here in the face, - 
The bearer knows not, but commends itſelf 
To others? 2 nor doth the eye itſelf 
That moſt ſpirit of ſenſe) behold itſelf, 
ot going from itſelf; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form, 
For ſpeculation turns not to itſelf,,  - 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may ſee itſelf: this is not ſtrange at all. 
U. 1 do not ſtrain at the poſition, 
Ie is familiar; but at the author's drift: | 
Who, in his circumſtance, expreſsly proves 
That no man is the lord of any ings 
(Though in and of him there is muc confiſting) 
Till he communicates his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applauſe 
Where —_ extended; which, like an arch, rever- 
rates f 
The voice again; or like a gate of ſteel 
Fronting the ſun, receives and renders back | 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The 25 Ajax. 
Heavens, what a man is there l a very horſe; 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 


there are, 8 
Moft abject i in regard, and dear in uſe! * 
What things again moſt dear in the eſteem, 5 


And poor in worth! Now ſhall we ſee to-morrow 
An act that very chance doth throw. upon him, 

Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what ſome men do, 
While ſome men leave to do 

How ſome men creep in fkittiſh tones dane Y 
While others play the idiots in her eyes! 448 
How one man, eats into another's pride, 
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While pride is feaſting in his wantonneſs ! ) - 

To ſee theſe Grecian lords Hh, even alteady 

They clap the labber Ajax on the ſhoulder; -+- 

As if his foot were on brave HeQor's breaſt, | 

And great Troy ſhrinking. | | 
Achil. I do believe it: for they paſs'd by me, 

As miſers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 

Good word, nor look: What, are my deeds forgot? 
D. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, v $).:4 

A great $i2'd monſter of ingratitudes 

Thoſe (cram are good deeds paſt; which are devour'd 

As faſt as they are made, forgot as ſounn 

As done: Perſeverance, dear my lord, | 

Keeps honour bright: To have done, is to bang 

Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty mail 

In monumental meckery, Take the inſtant way; 

For honour travels in a ſtreight. ſo narrow, 

Where one buy goes abreaſt: keep then the path: 

For emulation hath a thouſand ſons, . + 1 © 

That one by one purſue ; If you, give way, 

Or, hedge aſide from the direct forthright, 

Like to an entred tide, they all ruſh by, 

And leave you hindmoſt ;-— 

Or like a gallant horſe fallen in firſt rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O'errunandtrampledon: Then what they do in preſent, 

Though leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o'er-top yours: 

For time is like a,faſhionable hoſt, 

That ſlightly ſhakes his parting guek hy che hand; 

And with his arms outfſtretch'd, as he would fly, 

Graſps- in the comer: Welcome ever ſmiles, 

And fare well goes out ſighing. O, let not virtue ſeek 

Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, deſert in ſervice, 

Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubje&s all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, 

That all, with-one conſent, praiſe new-born gawds, 

* 1 made and moulded of things paſt ; 
Vol. VII, 8 | 
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And ſhew to duſt, that is a little gilt, 
More laud than gilt o'er-duſted. 
The preſent eye praiſes the preſent object: 
Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worſhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion ſooner catch the eye, 
Than what not ſtirs. The cry went once on thee, 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou wouldſt not entomb thyſelf alive, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent; 
Whoſe glorious deeds, but in theſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miffions mongſt the gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

Achil. Of this my privacy 
IT have ftrong reaſons. 

DM. But *gainſt your privacy 
The reaſons are more potent and heroical ; 
*Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known? | 

D Is that a wonder! 
The Providence that's in a watchful ſtate, 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's gold. 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehenſive deeps; 
Keeps place with thought; and almoſt, hke the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the ſoul of ſtate ; 
Which hath an op ration more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expreſſure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; * 
An? t better would it fat Achilles much... 
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena: ** 
But it muſt grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When Fame ſhall in our iſlands ſound her trump ; 
And all the Greekiſh girls ſhall tripping ſing, — 
« Great Hector's ſiſter did Achilles win; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.“ 
Farewell, my lord: I as your lover ſpeak; = 


1 
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The fool ſlides o'ertheice that you ſhould break. Exit. 
Parr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you: 
A woman impudent and manniſh grown - 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I ſtand condemn'd for this: 
They think, my little ſtomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, reſtrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouſe yourſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to air. 
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 
Patr. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour by 
him. 
Achil. I ſee, my reputation is at ſtake ; 
My fame is ſhrewdly gor'd. 
Parr. O, then beware; | 
Thoſe wounds heal ill, that men do give themſelves ; 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary 
Seals a commiſſion to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when we ſit idly in the ſun. 6 
. Achit. Go call Therſites hither, ſweet Patroclus ; 
I'll ſend the fool to Ajax, and defire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 
Co ſee us here unarm'd: I have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that I am ſick withal, ot 
'Fo ſee great Hector in his weeds of peace; 
To talk with him, and to behold his viſage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour fav'd! 
Enter Therftes, 
Ther. A wonder! 
Achil. What? 
Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, aſking for 
| himſelf. . 
Achil. Ho ſo ? 
Ther, He muſt fight ſingly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgel- 


ling, that he raves in ſa ing agthin . 
Achil, How can that bes * | 


_ 
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Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a peacock, 
a ſtride, and a ſtand : ruminates, like an hoſteſs, that 
hath no arithmetic but her brain to ſet down her reck - 
oning : bites his lip with a politic regard, as who 
ſhould ſay—there were wit in this head, an twould 
out; and ſo there is; but it lies as coldly in him as 
fire in a flint, which will not ſhew without knocking. 
The man's undone for ever; for if Hector break not 
his neck i' the combat, he'll break it himſelf in vain- 
glory. He knows not me: 1 ſaid, Good-morrow, Ajax ; 
and he replies, Thanks, Agamemnon, What think 
you of this man, that takes me for the general? He's 
grown a very land- fiſn, lan guageleſs, a monſter. A 
plague of opinion! a man may wear it on both ſides, 
like a leather jerkin. bag 
; Achil. Thou muſt be my ambaſſador to him, Ther- 
ſites. ” "+ 9 
Ther. Who, I? why, he'll anſwer no body; he 
profeſſes not anſweringz fpeaking is for beggars ; he 
wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his pre- 
ſence; let Patroclus make demands to me, you ſhall ſee 
the pageant of Aaxaaxux‚ ann 
Achil. To him, Patroclus: Tell him I humbly 
deſire the valiant Ajax to invite the moſt valorous 
Hector to come unarm'd to my tent; and to procure 
ſafe conduct for his perſon, of the magnanimous, and 
moſt illuſtrious, ſix- or- ſeven-times-honour'd captain- 
general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon, . Du 
this. 4 ra 1559 * 17 
Patr. Jove bleſs great Ajax! x 
Ther. Humm 
Patr. I come ſrom the worthy Achilles. 
Ther. Ha WIEN 4 
Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hec- 
tor to his tent. | i 
Ther. Hum! LOS 
Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from em- 
non. | SGT 1 1 12 


Patr. Ay my lord N 


* 
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Ther „ Ha ! a — 

Patr. What ſay you to 't ? 

Ther. God be wr you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, fir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock 
it will go one way or other; howſoever, he ſhall pay 
for me ere he has me. ; | 

Patr. Your anſwer, fir. . 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out o' tune thus. What mulic 
will be in him when Hector has knock'd out his 
brains, I know not; But, 1 am ſure, none; unleſs the 
fidler Apollo get his ſinews to make catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a letter to him ſtraight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horſe; for that's 
the more capable creature. 

Achil. My mind is treuhled, like a fountain ſtirr'd; 
And I myſelf ſee not the bottom of it. 

[ Exeunt Achilles, and Patrælus. 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an aſs at it! I had rather 
be a tick in a ſheep, than ſuch a valiant ignorance. 

[ Ext. 


= ————o—— ¶8 — 


AT VV. SCENE I. 


* 


A Street in Trey. 
Enter at one dow /Eneas, and Servant, with a torch ; at 
another Paris, Deiphebus, Antenor, and Diomed, &c. 
with torches, | 


Par. Q EE, ho! who is that there? 
Dei. It is the lord Eneas. 
Hue. Is the prince there in perſon ?— 
Had I ſo good occaſion to lie long, 
As you, prince Paris, naught but heavenly buſine(s 
- : 


1 
| 
| 
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Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 
Dio. That's my mind too.—— Good morrow, lord 
Par. A valiant Greek, AXneas; take his hand: 
Witneſs the proceſs of your ſpeech, wherein 
You told—how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 
une. Health to you; valiant fir. 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 
"Bat when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, or conrage execute. | 
Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm; and, ſo long, health: 
But when contention and occaſion meet, 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purſuit, and policy. 
une. And thou ſhalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. In humane gentleneſs, 
Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchiſes? life, 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand I ſwear, . 
No man alive, can love, in ſuch a fort, 4 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. Weſympathize:——]Jove, let Eneas live, 
If to my ſword his fate be not the glory, 
A thouſand complete courſes of the ſun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour let him die, 
With every joint a wound; and that to-morrow ! 
Dune. We know each other well. 
Dio. We do ; and tong to know each other worſe, 
Par. This is the moſt deſpightful gentle greeting, 
The nobleſt hateful love, that e'er I heard of. — 
What buſineſs, lord, ſo early? 1 
Ane. I was ſent for to the king; but Why, I 
„Ino 1 
Par. His purpoſe meets you; Twas to bring tlas 
Greek = - < 
To Calchas* houſe ; and there to render him 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Creſſid : 
Let's have your company; or, if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there befoxe us: 1 conſtantly do think, 
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Or, rather call my thought a certain knowledge)” 

My brother Troilus lodges there to-mght-; - 

Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 

With the whole quality wherefore: 1 + 5 

We ſhall be much unwelcome. 
Ene. That I aſſure you: 

Troilus had rather Troy were denen to Greece, 

Than Creſſid borne from ergy * 
Pan. There ts no hel e132 | 

The bitter diſpoſition o 6 tine | 

Will have it ſo. On, lord; we'll follow you. 


0 


ZEne. Good morrow, all. | [ Exit. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed ; inn 72 me 
true, 

Even in the ſoul of ſound good-fellowſhip,—— » 


Who, 1n your thoughts, merits fair Helen beſt, | 
Myſelf, or Menelaus ? | 


* 
Dio. Both alike: * 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſcek ber | 1 
(Not making any ſcruple'of her ſoylure) 
With ſuch a hell of — 5 and world of charge; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the tafte of her diſhonour) 
With fuch a coſtly loſs of wealth and friends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 
You, like a lecher, out of whoriſh loins 
Are pleas d to breed out your inheritors: 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor leſs nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 
Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her country: Hear me, Paris, — 
For every falſe drop in her bawdy veins | 
A Grecian's life hath ſunk ; for every ſcruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been ſlain: ſince the could ſpeak, 
dhe hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As far her Greeks and Trojans ſuffer'd death. 
Par, Fair Diomed, you do as _ en do, 


 Diſpraiſe the thing chat you-deſire to buy-: © 


3 
-« 
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But we in ſilence hold this virtue well. 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell. 
Here lies our way. -—© [ Exeunt. 


0E NE II. 


Pauandar us Houſe. 


"Enter Troilus, and Creſſida. 


Troi. Dear, trouble not yourſelf; the morn is cold. 


Cre. Then, ſweet my lord, I'll call my uncle down; 
He ſhall unbolt the gates. 
Troi. Trouble him not; f 
To bed, to bed: Sleep kill thoſe pretty eyes, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy ſenſes, 
As infants? empty of all thought! 
Cre. Good morrow then. 
roi. I pr'ythee now, to bed. 
Cre. Are you weary of me? 
Troi. O Creſſida! but that the buſy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, has rouz'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer. 
I wonld not from thee. 
Cre. Night hath been too brief. 2 
770i. Beſhrew the witch! with venomous wights ſhe 
ſtays, 
As tediouſly as hell; but flies the graſps of love, 
With wings more momentary ſwift than thought, 
You will catch cola, and curſe me. - 
Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry ;—you men will never tarry. 
O fooliſh Creflida !—I might have till held off, 
And then you would have tarry'd. Hark! there's 
, oae up. | 5 
Pan. [within] What's all the doors open here? 
Troi. It is your uncle. N 
Enter Pandarus. | | 
Cre. A peſtilence on him ! now will he be mocking : 
L ſhall have ſuch a life, | 
Pan. How now, how now? how go maidenheads ?— 
Here, you maid ! where's my couſin Creflid ? 
Cre. Go hang yourſelf, you naughty mocking uncle! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 


\ 
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Pan, Todo „ to do what? — let her ſay what: 

What have I brought you to du?? 

Cre. Come, come; beſhrew your heart! you'll 
ne'er be good, | 

Nor ſuffer others. 

cr. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poor capoc- 

chia !—haſt not ſlept to-night? would he not, a 
naughty man, let it ſleep ? a bug bear take him! 

[One knocks. 

Cre. Did not I tell you would he were knock'd 

o' the head! | | 

Who's that at door? good uncle, go and ſee.—— 

My lord, come you again into my chamber: 

You ſmile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Troi. Ha, ha KT: 121 | IS 
Cre. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no ſuch 

thing.— 124511 ＋ 

How earnaſtly*they knock !—pray you, come in?; 

e Bod 161 5 + 1 ; Knock. 

I would not for half Troy have you ſeen here. [Exeunt, 
Pan.. Who's there ? what's the matter? will you 

beat down the door? How now? what's the matter? 

Enter AEneas. | 
/Ene. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 
Pan. Who's there? my lord Wneas ? By my troth, 

I knew you not: What news with you ſo early? 

Ane. Is not prince Troilus here! 
Pan. Here! what ſhould he do here? 
ne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him: 

It doth import him much, to ſpeak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, 

I'll be ſworn: For wy own part I came in late ;— 

What ſhould he do here ? — * 


Aue. Who! ——nay, then: — 

Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are ware: 
'ou'll be ſo true to him, to be falſe to him: — 
= not you: know of him, but yet fetch him hither; 
20. I ia * 5 £44 1.4 on 

As Pandarus is going aut, enter Troilus, 
Toi. How now? what's the matter? 
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Tue. My lord, I ſcarce have i to ſalute you, 
My matter is ſo raſh: There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the firſt ſacrifice, within this hour, 
We muſt give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Creſſida. 

Toi. Is it concluded fo ? 

Ene. By Priam, and the general ſtate of Troy 
They are at hand, and ready to affect it. 

Proi. How my atchievements. mock me! 

I will go meet them; and my ler JEneas, 
We met by chance; you did-not find me here, 
Ane. Good, good, my lord, the ſecrets of neigh- 
bour Pandar 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 
[Exeunt Troilus and AEneas, 

Par. Is't poſſible? no ſooner got, but loſt? The 
devil take Antenor! the young prince will go mad. 
A plagueu pon Antenor! 1 would they had broke's neck. 

. Emer Creffida. 

Cre. How how? What's the matter? Who was here: 

Pan. Ah, a 

Cre, Why 6 ok ſo profoundly? where" my lord? 

one? 
Tell me, ſweet uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would 1 were as deep under the earth, as I 

am above! 

Cre. O the gods !—what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in: Would thou had'ſt ne“ er 
been born! I knew, thou would'ſt be his death: 

O poor gentleman —4 plague upon Antenor | 

Cre. Good Uncle, 1 beſeech you on my knees, l 
beſeech you, what's the matter! 

Pan. Thou muſt be gone, wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Antenor: thou muſt to thy father, 
2nd be 4% Rom Troilus; *twill be ues death; *twill 
be his bane ; he cannot bear it. 

Cre. O you immortal gods!—1 will not go. 
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Pan. Thou muſt. FS 
Cre. I will not uncle; I have forgot my father; 
I know no touch of conſanguinity ; | 
No kin, no love, no blood, no ſoul fo near me, 
As t . Troilus.— O you gods divine! 
Make 's name the very crown of falſhood. 
If ever the leaves Troilus! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can; 
But the ſtrong baſe and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the — * 
Drawing all things to it— I'll go in, and weep.— 
Pen, Do, do. 
Cre, Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praiſed 
cheeks ; 
Crack my clear voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With ſounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 


[ Exeunt. 
8.0K. III. 


Before Pandarus houſe. 
Enter Paris, Troilus, Areas, Diomedes, c. 


Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faſt upon : Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady h e to 33 
And haſte her to the purpe 38 OY” 
Zei. Walk into henhonie; 
eil bring her tothe profetitly : 
And to his hand, whenever her, 
Think it an altar; ; and thy brother Troilus 
A prieſt, there offering! to it his own heart. 
"OP [Exit Th 
Par. I know what tis to love; 
And *would, as I ſhall pity, I could heip!-—— 
Pleaſe you, walk f in, my lords. [ Exeunt. 


S S RN F IV. 


An Apartment in Pandarus's houſe. 


Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 


Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre, Why tell you me of moderation ? 
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The grief Wiſe, full, perfect, that I taſte; 
And violenteth in a ſenſe e as ſtrong © 
As that which cauſeth it: How can Aimoderate it? 
If I could temporize with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment- could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying droſs ; 
No more wh grief, in ſuch a precious loſs. 
Enter Treilus. | 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes ——Ah ſweet 
ducks ? 

Cre. O Troilus! Troilus! 
Pan. What a pair of ſpectacles is hare! ! Let me em- 
brace too: O heart,—as the goodly ſaying is.— 
o heart, o heavy heart, 

Why fieb'ft thou voii leut breaking ? 
Where he anſwers again, 
Becauſe thou canſt not taſe thy ſmart 
By friendlhip, nor by ſpeaking. 

There never was 2a truer rhyme. Let us caſt away 
nothing, for we may live to have need of ſuch a verſe; 
we ſee it, we ſee it,How now lambs ? 

Toi. Creſſid, Ile ches in ſo ftrain'd a purity, 
That the bleſt god ein my fancy, 
More bright in zent i den which = 
Cold lips blow to teig * thee from me. 


Cre. Have the 9 ene, 
Pan. Ay, ay, a {Roo plain a caſe. 
Cre. And is it tr Ht Pinuſt | Troy ? 
#70. A hateful truths 
SC. What, and fronlf oo ? 

Troi. From Troy, and Trouus. 

Cre. Is it poſſible :? * 

Zroi. And ſuddenly ; where iajury of chance 
Puts back leave- taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents , 
Our lock'd embraſures, ſtrangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of, our own labouring breath: 
We two, that with ſ@ many thouſand fighs 
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Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell ourſelves 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haſte, 
Crams his richithievery up, be knows not how ; 
As many farewells as be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtinct breath, and conſign'd kiſſes tothem 
He fumbles up into a looſe adieu ; © © 07 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſn'd kiſs, FEET 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt of broken tears 
Aneas [ within}. My lord | is the ladyiready 2 © 
Troi. Hark! you are call'd: Some wy the Ge- 
nius ſo 
Cries, Come to him that inſtantly maſt die. | | 
Bid them have patience ; ſhe ſhall come anon. | 
Pan, Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, | 
Or my heart will be neun up by the root. | 
[Exit Pandaras, | 
Cre. I muſt then to the Grecjans 222 Ii 
Troi, No remedy. | + a | 
Cre, A woeful Creflid mongſt the merry Greeks? | 
When ſhall we ſee again ? 
Trei. Hear me, my love :—Be thou but true of | 
heart, * 
Cre. I true! how now? what wicked deem is this ? 
Troi. Nay, wemuſt uſe 3 0 
For it is parting fram us: N 
I ſpeak not be ton irue, as fearing „ 
For I will throw my glove to death himfetf, * 
That there's no maculation in thy heart: 
But, e thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ffequent proteſtation; be thou trug, 5 
And J will ſee thee. + 
Cre, O, you-ſhall be expos'd, m [aro dangers 
As infinite as ulWhinent! but, PII be true. 
Troi. And PI grow friend with danger, Wear 
this ſleeve. 
Cre. And you this gloye. When ſhall Lee you 4 
Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian eantinel, 
To give thee nightly viſitation. ; 


But yet, be true. 8 
Vol. VII. * 
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Cre. O heavens I—be true, again? 8 4 
Troi. Hear why 1.1 Peak it, love: The Grecian 
youths ' : | 

Are well. compos'd, with gifts of nature flowing, 

And ſwelling o' er with arts and exerciſe ; * 

How novelties may move, and parts with perſon, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealoaſy., . | 

(Which, I beſcerh. you, call a wären fo) 

Makes me afeard. | 
Cre: O heavens! you love me not. 45 
Troi, Die I a Villain chen!!! 4 

In this I do not call your faith in queſtion, 

So mainly as my merit: I cannot fing, 

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor ſweeten talk, 77 

Nar play at ſubtle games; fair virtues all, 

To which the Gresians are moſt prompt and pregnant: 

But I gan tell, that in each grace of theſe 

There lurks a Kill and dumb - diſcourſive devil; 

That tempts mningly: bet 8960 not bg 
Gre. No you think; I wall ? | 
Iroi. No. 

But ſomething may be ay that we cdl not : 

And ſometimes we are devils to ourſelves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 

Preſuming on their changeful potene,; 

Areas digi Nay, good my * 7 
Zioi, Com kiss zl and let us. E 5 
Paris A, Brother Troi 147 

Troi. Good brother, come you «Ke 8 

And bring /Eneas, and the Grecian, with you. 
Cre, My letd, will you be true ? * 
Zroi. W g alas, it is my vice, my fault: 

While others ff with craft for great ion. 

I with great truth catch mere ſimpliciĩq ; 

Whilſt ſome with cunging gild their copper crowns, 

With truth and plainneſs I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth; the, moral of my wit 

Is—plain,-and true there's all the reach of j 1 

nter — Paris, and Diomed. 

Welcome, ſir Diomed ! here 1 is the lady, 
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Whom for Antenor we deliver you: 

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand; 
And, by the way, poſſels thee what ſhe is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my ſoul; fair Greek, 
If e'er thou ſtand at mercy of my ſword, 

Name Creſſid, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 

As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Creſſid, 

So pleaſe you, ſave the thanks this prince expects; 
The luſtre in your eye, heaven in your check, 
Pleads your fair uſage; and to Diomed 

You ſhall' be miſirets, and command him whollv. 

Troi. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly, 
To ſhame the zeal of my petition to thee, 1 
In praiſing her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, | 
She 1s as Fir high-ſoaring o'er thy praiſes, | 
As thou unworthy to be called her ſervant. - 
] charge thee, uſe her well, even for my charge; | 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, | | 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, ; 
PII cut thy throat. 

Bio. O be not mov'd, prince Troilus : 
Let me be privileg'd by my place, and meſſage, 
To be a ſpcaker * ; when J am hence, 
I'll anſwer to my luſt : And know you, lord, 
1'1I nothing do on charge: to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz'd ; but that you ſay—be't ſo, 
I ſpeak it in my ſpirit andhonour,—no. 

Zei. Come, to the port.— I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk, 

To our own ſelves bend we our needfal talk. 
[ Exeunt Troilus and Creſſida. Sound trumpet. 

Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. - 

Ene. How have we ſpent this morning 
The prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 

'That ſwore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. Tis Troilus? fault: Come, come, to field with 

him. 


Dio. Let us make ready ſtraight. 
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Ane. Yea, with a bridegroom's freſh alacrity, 
Let us addreſs to tend on HeQor's heels? 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 


On his fair worth, and ſingle chivalry. | [Exeunt, 
ee. 
The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax arm'd, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Ulyjes, Neſtor, Cc. 


Aga, Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair 
Anticipating timiewith ſtarting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And hale him hither, 
Hax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purſe: 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy ſphered bias cheek 
Out-ſwell the cholie of puff d Aquilon: 
Come, ſtretch thy Theft, and let thy eyes ſpout blood; 
Thou blow'ſt for Hector. | 
Uly/. No trumpet anſwers. | 
Ach. Tis but early days. | 
Aga. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter? 
Uby. Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ? 
He riſes on his toe; that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts bim from the earth. 
| Enter Diomed, with Creſſiaa. 
Aga. Is this the lady Creſſida: 
Dio. Even ſhe. 
Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet lady. 
Neſ. Our general doth ſalute you with a kiſs. 
Da. Yet is the kindneſs, but particular; 
*Twere better ſhe were kiſs'd in general. 
Neft. And very courtly counſel ; I'll begin. 
So much for Neſtor. 
Achil. I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. | 
Hen. I had good argument for kiſſing once. 
Patr. But that's no argument for kiiling now : 
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For thus pope Paris in his hardiment ; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 
Du. O deadly gall, and theme of all our ſcorns! 
For which we.lgſe our heads, to gild his horns. 
Patr. The firſt was Menelaus' kiſs; this; mine; 
Patroclus kiſſes you. 
Men. O, this is trim! 
Pair. Paris, and I, kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. I'll have my kiſs, fir:—Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In kiſting, do you render, or receive? 
Patr. Both take and give. 1 
Cre. I'll make my match to live, 
The kiſs you take is better than you give; +, 
Therefore no kits. 
Men. I'II give you boot, I'Il give you three for one. 
Cre. You're an odd man; give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd man, lady! ? every man is odd. 
Cre. No, Paris is not; for, you know, tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even With you. 
Men. You fillip me o' the head. 
Cre. No, I'll be ſworn. 
Ulyſ. It were no match, your nail ind his horn.— 
May 1, ſweet lady, beg a kiſs of you 
Cre. Vou may. 
DH. 1 do deſire it. 
Cre. Why. beg then. 
7 Why then, for Venus” ſake, give me a kiſs, 
Waen Helen is a maid again, and his. 
Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when ?tis due. 
D. Neyer's my day, and then a kiſs of you. 
Dio. Lady a word; I'll bring you to your father. 
\ [ Diomed leads out Creſſida. 
Neſt. A woman of quick ſenſe, 
UV. Fie, fie, upon her! 
'There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot ipeaks ; her wanton ſpirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
O, theſe eacounterers, ſo glib of tongue, 
That give a coaſting welcome ere it comes, 
And ide unclaip the tables of their Wash 
wht we EP IF 
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To every tickliſh reader! ſet them down 
For ſluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, 


And daughters of the game. + [Trumpet abithin. 
All. The 'Trojans* trumpet ! T — 
Aga. Yonder comes the trop. 


Enter Hector, MEneas, Troilus, Ec. with attendants. 
Ene. Hail, all the ſtate of Greece! What ſhall be 
done to him 

That victory commands? Or do you purpoſe 

A victor ſhall be known? Will you, the knights 

Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purſue each other; or ſhall they be divided 

By any voice or order of the field? 

Hector bade aſk. 

Aga. Which way would Hector have it? 

Ane. He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 

Aga. Tis done like Hector; but ſecurely done, 

A little proudly, . great deal miſpriſing | 
The knight oppos? | 

ae. If not Achilles, ſir, | 
What is your name? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

Ene. Therefore Achilles: But, whate'er, know this: 
In the extremity of great and little, "ER 
Valour and pride excel themſelves in Hector; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that, which looks like pride, is courteſy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood; 

In love whereof; half Hector ſtays at home; ; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to ſeek 

This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil. A maiden battle then: — O, I perceive you. 

Re-enter Diomed. 

Aga. Here is fir Diomed :—Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Ajax: as you and lord Aneas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, | 
So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 3 
Or elſe a breath: the combatants being bis, 8 
Half ſtints their ſtrife before their ſtrokes _ 

Ul}. They are oppos'd already. 


Act IV. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA\. 223 


Aga. What Trojan is that ſame which looks ſo heavy? 
LDA. The youngelt ſon of Priam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs ; firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedleſs in his tongue; 
Not ſoon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, ſoon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open; and both free; 
For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he ſhews; 
Yet gives he not, till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous: 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, ſubſcribes 
To tender objects; but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love: 
They call him Proilus, and on him ere& 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus ſays Æneas; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private ſoul, 
Did in great Ilion thus tranſlate him to me. 
Alarum. Mector and Ajax fight. 
Aga. They are in action. Ws 
Net. Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 
Troi. Hector, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee ! 
Aga. His blows are well diſpes'd :—there' Ajax! 


[Trumpets ceaſe. 


* 


Dio. Vou muſt no more. 
Ene. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Ajax. Lam not warm yet, let us fight again. 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. | 
Hect. Why then, will I no more: 
Thou art, great lord, my father's ſiſter's ſon, 
A couſin- german to great Priam's feed 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation**twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan ſo, 
That thou could'ſt fay—*this hand is Grecian all, 
„And this is Trojan; the ſinews of this leg 
« All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter Heek, and this finifter 
« Bounds-in my father'sz** by Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhouldſt not bear from me a Greekiih member 


— —— — — — — 
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Wherein my ſword had not impreſſure made 

Of our rank feud: But the juſt Gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ſt from thy mother, 
My ſacred aunt, ſhould by my mortal ſword 
Be drain'd! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty arms; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus: 
Couſin, all honqur to thee! = 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector: 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee, couſin, and hear hence. 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Het. Not Neoptolemus ſo mirable | 
(On whoſe bright creſt-Fame with her loud'ſt O ves 
Cries, This is he) could promiſe to himſelf 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

Ene. There is expectance here from both the ſides, 
What further you wall do. 

Hed We'll anſwer it; 

The iſſue is embracement:—, Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find ſucceſs, 
(As ſeld 1 have the chance) I would deſire 
My famous couſin to our Grecian tents. 

(Dio. Tis Agamemnon's wiſh ; and great Achille 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

He#. Eneas, call my brother Troilus to me; 

And ſignify this loving interview 

To the expecters of our Trojan part: 

Deſire them home. Give me thy hand, my couſin ; 
I will go eat with thee, and fee your knights, 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here, 

He#. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name; 
But for Achilles, my own ſearching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 

Aga. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemy: 

But that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, 
What's paſt, and what's to come, is 1 ih nal 
And formleſs ruin of oblivion; 7 
But i in this extant moment, faith- and trdth; 


1 
\ 
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Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with moſt divine integrity, 
From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 


Het. I thai hee, molt imperious Agamemnon. 

Aga. My well-tam'd lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 
| 7 To Troilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet- 


ing ;— 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Hect. Whom muſt we anſwer ? 
Men. The noble Menelaus. | 
Hee. O you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ! 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath ; 
Your guondam wife {wears ſtill by Venus? glove : 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, ſir; ſhe's a deadly theme. 
Hect. O, pardon; I offend. 
Net. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 
Labouring for deſtiny, make cruel w 
Through ranks of Greekiſh youth? and I have ſeen 
thee 
As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian ſteed, 
Deſpiſing many forleits and ſubduments, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword i' the air 
Not letting it decline on the declined ; 
That I have ſaid to ſome my ſtanders- by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! _ 
And [ have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy breath 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling : This have I ſeen 
But this thy countenance, ſtill lock'd in ſteel, 
I never ſaw till now, I knew thy grandſire, 
And once fought with him : he was a ſoldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never likce thee: Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And worthy warrior, welcome to our tents, 
Hue. Pis the old Neſtor. 
He#. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd hand in hand with time ;— 
Moſt reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſp thee. 


— — — — — ——_ 
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Neſt. 1 would, my arms could match thee in con- 


tention, * WAS $5 , 
As they contend with thee in courteſy. 1 
Hect. I would they coul. . 


Neft. Ha! 5y this white beard, I'd fight with thee 
to-morrow. | 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have ſeen the time— 

Uly/. I wonder now how yonder city ſtands, 
When we have here her baſe and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ah fir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw yourſelf and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekiſh embaſſy. 

Uly/. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue 1 
My: prophecy is but half his journey yet; 

For yonder walls that pertly front your town, 
Yon towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the clouds, 
Muſt kiſs their own ſeet. 

Het. I muſt not believe you: | 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly I think, 

The fall of every Phrygian ſtone will coſt 
A drop of Grecian blood: The end crowns all; 
And that old common arbitrator, time, 
Will one day end it. 

Dh,. So to him we leave it. 

Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome: 
After the general, I beſeech you next 

To feaſt with me; and ſee me at my tent. 

Achil. I ſhall foreſtall thee, lord Ulyſſes, thou !— 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 

I have with-exa@ view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by. joint.. 

Hed. Is this Achilles ? rv 7 

Achil. Tam Achilles. a 

Hee. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee, 

Achil. Behold thy fill: | 

He&. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief; 1 will the ſecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Heck. O, like a book of ſport thou'lt read me o'er; 
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But there's more in me than thou underſtand. 
WH thou ſo oppreſs me with thine eye? 


bod 


b; ell me, you heavens, in which part of his 


* 
Shall 11 deſtroy him ? whether there, there, or t 


That I may give the local wound a name; 
And make diſtinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great ſpirit flew: Anſwer me, heavens ! 


Hee. It would diſcredit the bleſt gods, proud mans 


To anſwer ſuch a queſtion : Stand again: 
Think'ſt thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 
Achil. I tell thee, yea. 
Heu. Wert thou an oracle to tell me ſo, 
I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well; 


For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 


But, by the forge that ſtithy'd Mars his helm, 
I'll Kill chee every where, 2 0 1 and o'er.— 
You wiſeſt Grecians, ee this brag, 
His inſolence draws folly from my Aps; 
But I'll endeag match theſe words, 
Or may I neve 
4jax. Do narelate thee e ; 
And you, Achillesy £8 1 ts alone, 
Till accident or e, bring you to 't: 
You may have ert wenough of Hector, 
If you have ſtomachs ele general ſtate, I fear, 
Can ſcarce entreat yowto be odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us ſee you in the field: 
We have had pelting wars, ſince you refus'd 
The Grecians? cauſe, 

Achil. Doſt thou entreat me, Hector? 
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 
'To-night, all friends. 

Het. Thy hand upon that match. 


Aga. Firſt, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 


There in the full convive We: afterwards, 
As HeRor's leiſure and your bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him. 


* 
"4 | 
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Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets h | 
her- thad great Inter may his welcome now; 5 
p FExe: 
5 Manent Nola, and 272 H 4 
Tres. My lord Ulyſſes, tell me, I beſeech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? 
Uly/, At Menelaus“ tent, moſt princely Troilus ; wil 
There Diomed doth feaſt with him to-night z; © 
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creſſid. 
Zroi. Shall I, ſweet lord, be bikind to Jodie mt much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither ? | 
Uly. You ſhall command me, fir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was n 
This Creſſida in Troy ? Had ſhe no lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? | 7 
Troi. O, fir, ig ches boaſting ſhew their ſcars 
A mock is due. $0a ei on, my lord? 
She was belov'd, the ld the is, and doth: 
But, ſtill, fect loves food for fo s tooth. 


2 x W 2. Y 


; +- Pl wr. 


Achilles" Tent. 
Enter Achilles, and Patraclus. 2855 
Achil, * heat his blood with Greek iſn oe to- 


night, 
Which with my cdtar I'll cool to-morrow, —— 
Patroclus, let us feaſt him to the height. 
Patr. Here comes Therſites. 
Enter Therfites. 
Achil. How now, thou core of envy ? 
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Thou. cruſty batch of nature, what's the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou ſeemeſt, and 
idol of idiot-worſhippers, here's a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment ? 

Ther. Why, thou full diſh of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now? 

Ther. The ſurgeon's box, or the patient's wound, 

Patr. Well ſaid, adverſity ! and what need theſe 
tricks ? 

Ther. Pr'ythee be filent, boy; I profit not by thy 
talk: thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! what's that? 

Ther. Why, his maſculine whore. Now the rotten 
diſeaſes of the ſouth, the guts-griping, ruptures, ca- 
tarrhs, loads o' gravel i“ the uh. ix — cold 

alſies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, 

ladders full of impoſthume, ſelaticas, lime. Lin 15 
the palm, incurable bone- ach, and the rivell'd fee- 
ſimple of the tetter, take and tage again ſuch pre- 
poſterous diſcoveries! 5 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, 
What meaneſt thou to curſe thus? 

Der. Do I curſe thee? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreſon 
undiſtinguiſhable cur, no. 

Ther. No? why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle 
immaterial ſkein of ſleeve ſilk, thou green ſarcenet flap 
for a ſore eye, thou taſſel of a prodigal's purſe, thou? 
Ah, how the poor world is peſter'd with ſuch water- 
flies; diminutives of nature 

Patr. Out, gall! | 

Ther, Finch egg! | 

Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to-morrow's battle. 

Here is a letter from queen Hecuba : EF 

A token from her daughter, my fair love; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep | 

An oath that I have ſworn. I will not break it: 

Fall, Greeks; fail, fame; honour, or go, or ſtay ; 

My major vow lies here, this Ill obey,—- 
Vol. VII. | 
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Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my tent; 
This night in banqueting muſt all be ſpent. —— 
Away, Patroclus. Exeunt. . 

Ther. With too much blogd, and too little brain 
theſe too may run mad: but if with too much brain 
and too little blagd, they do, VII be a curer of mad- 
men. Here's Agamemnon,—an honeſt fellow enough, 
and one that loves quails ; but he hath not ſo much 
brain as ear-wax : And the goodly transformation of 
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull,—the primitive 
{tatue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds: a thrifty 
ſhooting-horn th a chain, hanging at his brother's 
leg, — to what form, but that he is, ſhould wit larded 
with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him? 
To an aſs, were nothing: he is both aſs and ox: to 
an ox were nothing ; he is both ox and aſs, To be a 
dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
owl, a puttock, ora herring without a roe, I would 
not care: but to he a Menelaus,—I would conſpire 
againſt deſtiny. Aſk me not what I would be, if I 
were not Therſites; for I care not to be the louſe of 
a lazar, ſo I were not Menelaus.— Hey day! ſpirits, 
and fres ! | | 

Euter Hecter, Troilus, Ajax, Agamimnon, Ulyſſes, 
| Neſtor, and Diomed, 4715 lights. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
. 4jax. No, vonder tis; 
There, where we ſee the light. 

Het. I trouble you. 

Hax. No, not a whit. 5 

Uly. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 

| Enter Achilles, 

Achil, Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, prin- 
erz n 

Aga. So now, u of Troy, I bid good 
night. Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. ' 

Het. Thanks, and good ni ght,ro the Greek? general. 

Men. Good night my lord. „ SIT 

H:4. Co08 night, ſweet lord Menelaus. 
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Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth a! ſweet ſink, 
feet ſe wer. LIT" nds 

Achil. Good night, and welcome, both at once, to 
| thoſe he 
That go, or tarry. 3:4 Mats: 
. Good night. [ Exeunt Agam, and Menel. 


hel. Old Neſtor tarries : and you too, Diomed, 


* 


Keep Hector company an hour or twWC ] 

Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have importaſt buſineſs, 
The tide whereof is now,Good night, great HeQor, 

Het. Give me your hand, 

Uly/.. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas' tent; 
Pll keep you company. [To Troilus. 

Trei. Sweet fir, you honour me. 

Het. And ſo, good night. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. | 

| - [Exeunt ſeveraliy: 

Ther, That ſame Diomed's a falſ&kearted rogue, 
a moſt vnjuſt knave; I will no more kruſt him when 
he leers, than I will a ſerpent*when he hiſſes: he 
will ſpend his mouth, and promiſe, like Brabler the 
hound ; but when he performs, aſtronomers foretel 
it; it is prodigious, there will come ſome change; 
the ſun borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps 
his word. I will rather leave to ſee Hector, than not 
to dog him: they ſay, he keeps & Trojan drab, and 
uſes the traitor Calchas his tent: III after.— Nothing 
but lechery ! all incontinent yarlets ! 


s C KR. II. 
Calchas' Tent, Enter Diomed.. 


Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? ſpeak. 
Cal. Who calls ? 
Dio. Diomed,—— 
Calchas, I think. Where is your daughter ? 
Cal. She comes to you. 
Erter Troilus, and Ulyſſes at à diftance 5 after them 
i 1 herſrtes; \ 
Uly/. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us. 


232 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Ad 


Enter Creſſida. 

Troi. Cr Creſs come forth to = * 

Dio. How now, my charge 

Cre. Now, my ſweet — 2 — Hark, 
A ww with” you. e 

„ea, familiar! a N 

Al ſing any man at firſt ſight, 
y man 
May fing her he can take her cliff; ſhe's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember 

Cre. Remember ? yes. 4 

Dio. Nay, but do then; 8 
And let your mind be coupled with yaur words. 

Troi. What ſhould ſhe remember? 

D. Liſt! 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 

folly. 

Ther. Ro 4 

Dio. Fu AY | 

Cre. I'll tell you What. 

Dio. Pho! pho | ! come, tell a pin. You are for- 
worn 

Cre. In faith, I cannot: What would you have me 
do ? 

Ther. A juggling trick, to be—ſecretly open. 

Dio. What id . ſwear you would beſtow on me? 

Cre, I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

roi. Hold, patience ! 

Uly. How now, Trojan! 

Cre. Diomed,— ' 

Dio. No, no, good night: Pl be your fool no 
more. 

Joi. Thy better mut. 

Cre, Hark, one word in wy car. 

Toi. O plague and madnels ! 

Uly/. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart, I Pray 


ou, of 


* 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge itſe 


8 
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To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly; | beſeech you go. 
7roi. Behold, I pray you! © 

Uly/. Now good my lord, go off: 

Yow flow to great diſtraction: come, my lord. 

Tai. I pr'ythee, ſtay. 

Uly/. You have not patience ; come, 

Troi, I pray you, ſtay; by hell, and by hell's tor- 

ments, 
I will not ſpeak a word. 

Dio. And fo good night. 

Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Zrei. Doth that grieve thee? 

O wither'd truth! 75 

Uly/. Why, how now, my lord? 

Troi, By Jove, I will be patient. 

Cre. Guardian !—why, Greek! 

Dio. Pho, pho! adieu; you palter. 8 

Cre. In faith, I do not; come hither once again. 

Uly/. You ſhake, my lord, atſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 

Troi. She ſtrokes his cheek ! 

Uly. Come, come. 

Troi. Nay, ſtay ; by Jove, I will not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my will and all offences | 
A guard of patience :—fay a little while, 

J her. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, 
2nd potatoe finger, tickles theſe” together! Fry, le- 
ohery, fry !' | 

Die. But will you then? 

Cre. In faith, I will, la; never truſt me elſe. 

Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 

Cre. I'll fetch you one. 

Uly/. You have ſworn patience. 

Treo, Fear me not, my lord; 

{will not be myſelf, nor have cognition 
Of what J feel; I am all patience. 
Ot Re-enter Creſſida. 


we 


Der. No the pledge; now, now, now! 
Cre, Here, Diomed, keep this ſleeve. 
U 2- 
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Zi. O beauty 
Where is thy faith? 
Uly/. My lord, ——- . 
Trai, 1 will be patient ; outwardly 1 will. 
Cre, You look upon that ſleeve: Behold it well. 
He lov'd me—O falſe wench ! Give it me again, 
Dio. Whoſe was it ? 
Cre, It is no matter, now I have it again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night: 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, viſit me no more. 
Ther, Now ſhe ſharpens; — Well ſaid, whetſtons: 
Dio, I ſhall have it. 
Cre. What, this? 
Dio. Ay, that. 
Cre. O, all ye gods!—O pretty, pretty pledge! 
Thy maſter now lies thinking on his bed 
Of chee, and me; and ſighs, and and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kiſſes to it, 
As I kiſs thee.Nay, do not. ſnatch it from me; 
He, that takes that muſt take my heart withal. 
Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it. 
7ro;, 1 did ſwear patjence, 
Cre. You ſhall not have Is Diomed ; faith you ſhall ; 
not.; 
Þ11 give you ſomething elſe. 
Dio, 1 will have this; Whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come, tell me whoſe it was. 
Cre. *T was one's that loy'd me better than you will; 
But now you have it, take it. 
Dio. Whoſe was it? | 
Cre. By all Diana's waiting women yonder, 
And by herſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 
Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm? 
And grieve his ſpirit, that dares not challenge it. 
Troi, Wer't.thou the devil, and wor'ſt it on thy 
horn, TN 
It ſhould be challeng' d. $i; 
Cre, Well, well, *tis done, 'tis paſt ala 2a yet it 


1s uot ; 
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Ewil not keep my word. 
Dio. Why.then, farewell; 
Thou never-ſhalt mock Diomed again. 
Cre. You: ſhall not go: — One cannot ſpeak a word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you. | | 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. 
Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, 
Pleaſes me beſt, + | | 
Dio. What, ſhallI come? the hour? 
Cre. Ay, come :=——OQ Jove!—— 
Do, come :—1I ſhall, be plagu'd. 
Dio. Farewell, till then: [ Exit. . 
© Cre, Good night. I pr'y thee, come. 
Troilus, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee; 
But with my heart the other eye doth ſee.— 
Ah! poor our ſex! this fault in us 1 find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind: f 
What error leads, muſt err; O then conclude, 
Minds, ſway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [ Exit. 
Ther. A proof of A ſhe could not publiſh more, 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, My mind is now turn'd whore. 
LN. All's done, my lord. 
Troi. It is. 
Uly/. Why ſtay we then? | 
Tri, To make a recordation to my ſoul 
Of every ſyllable; that here was ſpoke... 
But, if I tell how theſe two did co- act, 
Shall I not. lie in publiſhing a truth? _ 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An eſperance fo obſtinately ſtrong, 
Ihat doth invert the atteſt of eyes and ears; 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creſſid here? 
I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Trot. She was not, ſure. 
DU Moſt ſure, ſhe was. 
Tres, Why, my negation hath no taſte of madneſs; 
Nor mine, my lord: Creſſid was here but now. 
Lei, Let it not be believed for womanhood! 
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Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To ſtubborn erities apt, without a theme, 
For depravation—to ſquare the general ſex 
By Creſſid's rule: rather think this not Creſſid. 
Uly/. What hath ſhe done, prince, that can ſoil our 
mothers? | 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe. 
. Ther. Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own eyes? 
Zroi. This ſhe? no, this is Diomed's Creſſida. 
If beauty have à ſoul, this is not ſhe;: | 79 
If ſouls guide vows, if vows be fantimony,. 
If ſanctimony be the gods“ delight, 
If there be rule in unity itſelf, 6 
This is not ſhe... O madneſs of diſcourſe, 
That cauſe ſets up with and againſt itſelf! 
Bi-fold authority! where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition, and loſs aſſume all reaſon 
Without revolt; this is, and is, not, Creſſid! 
Within my ſoul there doth commence a fight 
Of this ſtrange nature, that-a thing inſeparate 
Divides far wider than the ſky and earth; 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion - 
Admits no orifice for a point, as ſubtle 
As Arachne's broken woof, to enter, 
Inſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as Pluto's gates; 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Inſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as heaven itſelf; | 
The bonds of heay*n are ſlipp'd, diſſolv'd, and loog'd; : 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 1 
The fracttions of her faith, orts of her love, 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greaſy reliques 
Of her o' er- eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 
Uly/. May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
With that which here his paſſion doth expreſs? | 
Troi. Ay, Greek; and that thall be divulged wel! 
In N as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus: never did y. man fancy 
With ſo eternal, and ſo fix'd a fake: > 7 St MF 
Hark, Greek-:—As much as I do Creſſid love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed.: 
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That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm; 
Were it a caſque compos'd by Vulcan's ſkill, 
My ſword ſhould bite it: not the dreadful ſpout, 
Which ſhipmen do the hurricano call 
Conftring'd in maſs by the almi ghty n, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his deſcent, than ſhall my prompted ſword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther, He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Trei. O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid! Ale, falſe, falſe! 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And they'll ſeem glorious. 

C/. O, contain yourſelf; 
Your paſſion draws ears hither. 

Enter Aneas. 

Hue. I have been ſeeking you; this hour, my lord; 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy; 
Ajax, your guard, ftays to conduct you home. 

Zroi. Have with you, prince:—My courteous lord, 

adieu. R | 

Farewell, revolted fair —and, Diomed, 
Stand faſt, and wear a caſtle on thy head ! 

Uly/. I'll bring you to the gates. 

Zroi. Accept diſtracted thanks. | 

[Exeunt Troilus, Afneas, and Ulyſſes. 

Ther. Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed. I 
would croak like a raven; I would bode, 1 would 
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the intel- 
ligence of this whore: the parrot will not do more for 
an almond than he for a commodious drab, Lechery, 
lechery ; ſtill wars and lechery : nothing elſe holds 


faſhion : A burning devil take them [Exit. 
EC ..B.-M6. . 
Me palace of Troy. 


Enter Heller, and Andromache. 


And. When was my lord ſo much ungently temper'd,. 
To ſtop his ears againſt admoniſhment ? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. | 
Hee. You train me to offend you; get you in, 
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By all the everlaſting gods, I go. | 

And. My dreams will, ſure, prove ominous to day. 

lat. No more, I ſay. 

| 8, Enter Caſſandra. 

Caf. Where is my brother Hector? c 

And. Here ſiſter; arm'd, and bloody in intent: 
Conſort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Purſue we him on knees; for I have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of flaughter. 

Caſ. O, it is true. 

Hect. Ho! bid my trumpet ſound !' | 

Caſ. 1 wma of ſally, for the heavens, ſweet bro- 

| ther. 

Hef. Begone, I ſay: the gods have heard me ſwear, 

Caſ. The gods axe deaf to hot and peeviſh vows ; 
They are polluted oFerings, more abhorr'd 
Than ſpotted livers in therfacrifice; | 
And. O] be perſuaded: Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being Juſt : it is as lawful 5 
For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts, 

And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Caf. It is the purpoſe, that makes ſtrong the vow ;- 
But vows to every purpofe muſt not hold: 
Unarm, ſweet Hector. 

Hei. Hold you ſtill, I ſay; 27 

Hine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 
Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds hanour far more precious-dear than life. 

| Enter Troilus. . 
How now, young man? mean'ſt thou to fight to-day ? 
And. Caſſandra, call my father to perſuade. 
N 2 Caſſandra. 
Hee. No, faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harneſs, 
youth; N * 
F am to-day i' the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy finews till their knots be ſtrong, 
And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
ll ſtand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 


Az V. 


{4 Brother, you have a vice of merc: in you, 
jeh better fits a hon, than a man. 6 
Þ br vice is that, * Troilus? chide me 
Or it. 
Troi, When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair ſword, 
You hid them riſe, and live. 
Hed. O, tis fair play. 
Troi. FooPs play, by heaven, Hector. 
Hect. How now ? how now ? 
Toi. For the love of all the gods, 
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother; | 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 255 | 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwordss 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth, 
He. Fie, ſavage, fic! 
„. Hector, then tis wars. 
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en. Troilus, 1 would not have you 6ght to-day. 
FTroi. Who ſhould withhold me? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 

Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Primus and Hecuba on lanees, 

Their eyes o'er-galled with recourſe of tears; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true ſword drawn, 

Oppos'd to hinder me, ſhould top wy way, 6 


But by * ru 
by G affardra, wab Hriam. 


Caf. 157 1 upon him, Priam, hold him faſt: 
He is thy crutch ; now if thowloſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning, and y o on thee, 
Fall all together. 
Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back: 
Thy wife hath dreamt; thy mother hath had viſions; 
Caſſandra doth foreſee; and I nyyſelf 
Am like a prophet ſuddenly en enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is ominous : 4 
Therefore, come back, 
Hee. Æneas is a-field ; 
And ] do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the face of valour, to appear 


"I 
g 
4 
«1 
| 
8 


240 TROILUS AND CRESSTDAy. Ad N 


This mosgin to them. * l 
Priam. But thou ſhalt not go. f ? 2 | 
He#. I muſt not break my faith. * 

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear fir, 

Let me not ſhame ret; a; but-give me leave 

To take that courſe — y your conſent and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Caf. O Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear father. | 

He#. Andromache, I am offended witIPyou ; ; 
Upon the love you yea me, get you in. 

[ Exit. Andromache. 

| Ten. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious 75 

Makes all theſe bodements. 

Cafe O farewel, dear Hector! | | 
Look, how thou dy'&t! look, how thy eye turns palel 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents 4 | 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how'Hecuba cries out! 
How poor Andromache ſhrills her dolours forth! * 
Behold, diſtraction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witleſs antics, one another meet, 
And all cry Hector Hector s dead! O H 

Troi. Away !—Away ! | 

Caf. Farewel, Yet ſoft — Nene my leave: 

Thou doſt thyſelf and all our Troy deceive. Exit. 
Hect. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim : 

Go in, and cheer the town: we'll forty and fight, 

Do deeds worth praiſe, and tell you them at night. 
Priam. Farewel : 'The gods with ſafety and about 

thee ! Mt, [Exit Priam.  Alarums, 

Toi. They are at itzHark ! Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to loſe my arm, or win my ſleeve. 

Enter Pandarus, 

Pan. Do you hear rt lord do oe hear ? 

Troi, What now? 

Pan. Here's a letter come from you” poor girl. 


S Troi. Let me read. 
' Pan. A whoreſon phthiſic, a whoreſon raſcall) y phthi- 


ſic ſo troubles me, and the fooliſh fortune of this girl; 
and what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leave 
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you one o' theſe days: And I have a rheum in mine 

eyes too; and ſuchan ach in my bones, that, unleſs a 

man were curſt, 1 cannot tell what to think on't.— 

What fays ſhe there ? 

Troi. Words, words, mere words, no matter, from 
the heart; [ Tearing the leiter. 

The effect doth operate another way.— 

Go, wind to wind, there turn and change together.— 

My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feeds; 

But edifies another with her deeds. d 
Pan. Why, but hear you—— | 
Troi. Hence, brokerlacquey !—Ignomy and ſhame*. 

Purſue thy life, and live aye with tay name! [ Exeurt, 


S C N NE IV. 


Between Troy and the Camp. 
[ Alarum.)] Enter Therfites. 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another; 
I'll go look on. That diſlemblingabominable varlet, 
Diomed, has got that ſame ſcurvy doting fooliſh 
young knave's tk of Troy, there, in his helm: I 
would fain ſee them meet; that that ſame young Tro- 
jan aſs, that loves the whore there, might ſend that 
Greekiſh whore-maſterly villain, with the ſleeve, back 
to the diſſembling luxurious drab, of a ſleeveleſs er- 
rand. O' the other ſide, the policy of thoſe crafty 
ſwearing raſcals,—tbat ſtale old mouſe-earen drycheeſe, 
Neſtor; and that ſame dog-fox, Ulyſſes, is not 
prov'd worth a black-berry: They ſet me up in po- 
licy, that mungril cur, Ajax, againſt that dog of as 
bad a kind, Achilles; and now is the car Ajax prouder 
than the cur. Achilles; and will not arm to day; 
whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbariſm; 
and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here comes 
ſleeve, and t' other. | 

Enter Diomed, and Troilus, 
Troi. Fly not; for, ſnouldſt thou take the river Styx, 
I would ſwim after. be | 
Dio. Thou doit miſ-call retire: 
do not fly; but adyantageons care 
Vol. VII. 
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e, me from the odds of multitude: 
ave at thee! [4 | Sting. 
Ther. Hold thy whore, Gel. for tidy 
whore, Trojan now the ſleeve, now the ſleeve ! 
| Enter Hector. * 
Hef. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector's 
match? 

Art thou of blood, and honour ? 

Ther. No, no I am a raſcal; a ſcurvy railing 
knave; a very filthy rogue. 

Hee. I da believe thee ;—live. [ Exit. 

ber. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; 


but à plague break thy neck, for frighting me! . 
Wes become of the wenching rogues ? | think, they 
have ſwallow'd one another: I would laugh at that 


miracle. Yet, in a ſort, lechery eats itſelf. I'II ſeek 
them. | [ Exit, 


8 C E N 5 i 
The Same. Enter Diomed, and a Servant. 


Dio. Go, go, my ſervant, take thou Trailus' horſe; 
Preſent the fair ſteed to my lady Creſſid: 
Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty; 
Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan 
And am her knight by proof. 5 

Serv. I go, my lord. | 
Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon: baſtard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus priſoner ; | 
And ſtands coloſſus-wiſe, waving his beam, 
Upon the paſhed corſes of the kings f 
Epiſtrophus and Cedius: Prolixenes is ſlain; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt: 
Patroclus ta'en, or ſlain; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruisꝭd: the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers; haſte we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we periſh all. 
Enter Neſtor. : 
Neft. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
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And bid thWfnail-pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame. —— 
There is a thouſand Hectors in the field : - 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horſe, 
And there lacks work; anon, he's there afoot, 
And there they fly, or die, like ſcaled ſculls 
Before the belching whale ; then 1s he yonder, 
And there the ſtrawy Greeks, ripe for his edge 
Fall down before him, hike the 'mower's ſwath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obgying appetite, ®* 
That what he will, he does; and does ſo much, 
That proof is call'd impoſſibility, 
Enter Ulyſſes. 3 
Uly/. O courage, courage, princes! great Achilles 
As arming, weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance: » 
Patroclus' wounds have rouz'd his drowſy blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That noſeleſs, handleſs, hack'd and chip'd, come to 
him, F 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a friend, 
And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantaſtic execution; 
Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, _ 
With ſuch a careleſs forge, and forceleſs care, 
As if that luck, in very ſpite of cunning, 
Bade him win all. | + 
Enter 4jax. 


4jax. Troilus ! thou Coward Troilus! [ Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there, there. | 6 


Neft. So, ſo, we draw together. . [ Exeunt” 
Enter Achilles. © 
Achil. Where is this Hey? e 
Come, come, thou boy-quelter, ſhew thy face; 


Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector! where's Hector? I will gone but Hector. 


[ Exeunt. 
SC EN EFT. 
Another Part of the Field, Re-enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, ſhew thy head! 


Fg 
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Euter Diomed. * ; 
; Dip. Troilus, I ſay Where's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What wouldſt thou? 
Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax.Werel the general, thou ſhoulſt have my office, 
Ere that correction: Troilus, I ſay! what, Troilus! 
Enter Troilus. 

T;:ilus. O traitor Diomed turn thy falſe face thou 
traitor, |. 
And pay thy life ou ow'ſt me for my horſe ! 
Dio. Ha! art thou there! 
1 I'll 6ght with him alone; fand Diomed. 
. 3 is my prize; I will not look upon. 
Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at 
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E - © you both, [Exeunt fighting. 
| Enter Hector. 
Het. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngeſt 
brother ! 2 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil, Now, do I fee thee: Ha! Have at ' thee 
HeQor. | Fabi. 
Het. Pauſe, if thou wilt. 
Achil. I do diſdain thy courteſy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of uſe : 
My reſt and negligence befgiend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again; 
Till chen, go ſeek thy fortune. 
He. Fare thee well 
F would have been much mote; a freſher man, 
Had I expected thee.—How now, my brother? 
Ill. Ne enter Troilus. 
Trei. Ajax hath ta'en 8 ; Shall it be? 
1 , by the flame of mder 2 heaven, 
Ile Gall not carry ham; 1'11 be taken too, - 
Or brig him him off: =F: ate, hear me what I ſay! 
E reck noc khoughyg end my life to-day. [ Exit, 
ner one in Armour, 
Led. r ſtand, thou Greek; thou art a ger 
mark :— 
No? wilt thou nat? —I like thy armour 0 well; 


4 


* 
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I'll fruſh it, and unlock the rivets all, k 
But I'll be maſter of it :—Wilt thou not, beaſt/Abide! ? 


Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [ Exit. 


s CHE VII. 


The Same. | 8 
Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons. ; ,. A 


Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons; 
Mark what I ſay,—Attend me where-I wheel : 
Strike not a ſtroke, but keep yonrſelves in ; 
_ when I have the bloody Hector found 

* him with your weapons round about; 

lleſt manner execute your arms. 

Fallow me, firs, and my proceedings eye 
+ Was decreed—HeQor the great muſt die. Brau, 


C-R NE VIT: 


The Same. 
Enter Therfites, Menelaus, and Paris. 


Ther. The cuckold, and the guckgld-maker are at 
it: Now, bull! now, dog! Loo, Paris, loo! now 
my double-hen'd ſparrow ! loo, Paris, Joo! The 
bull has the game :- ware horns, ho! 5 
—— Paris, and Menelaus. 
Enter Margarelon. 
Mar. Turn, ſlave, and > ” 
Ther. What art thou ? va 


Ther. 1 am a baſtard too; J [ove b balfras: Jam a 
baſtard begot, baſtard inſtructed, baſtard in mind, 
baſtard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One 
bear will not bite another, and Wherefore ſhould one 


baſtard? Take heed, the aua moſt ominous to 
us: if the ſon of a whore fight for a Whore, he tempts 
judgmet: Farewel, baſtard. 
Mar. The devil take thee, coward. [ Exeunt: 


8 C © WE IX. 
other Part of the Field. Mer Hefor. 


Ihe. Moſt patriſied core, ſo fair without, 
W 2 
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Thy goodly armour thus hath coſt thy life. 
No 3s my day's work done; I'll take good breath: 
Reſt, ſword ; thou haſt thy all of blood and death !. 
Enter Achilles, and his Myrmigons. 
Achi]. Look, Hector, how the ſun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels ; 
Even with the vail and dark'nin of the ſun, 
To.cloſe'the day up, Hector's life is done. 
[Tect. Tam unarm'd; forgo this vantage, Greek. 
A fellows, ſtrike; this, is the man I 
ſeek. © Hector falls; 
So, IIion, fall thou next now Tro „ fink down; 
a lies thy heart, thy finews, thy bone.— 
rmidons; and cry you all àmain, 


; Ws es hath the mighty Hector ſlain.” iv: 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part, * | 
Myr. The Trojan trumpets ſound the like, my lo 


Achil, The dragon wing of night o'erſpreads the 
earth, 
And ſtickler- like, the-armies ſeparate. 
My half-ſupt ſword, that frankly would have fed, 
Plcas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed, 
Come, tie his body to my horſe's tail; 
Along the field I will me L 2 trail. [ Exeunt. 
F ound retreat. Shout. 


xXx. 


. 3 0 & 
ax, Menelaus, Neſtor, 2 


8 
Enter As — 


and the reſt, marching. 


* 7g. Hark! hark! what ſhout is that? f E 


Peace, drums. 
25 Achilles! Athalles !- IIector's flain ! Achilles! 
Dio. The brui 0 Qor's flain, and by Achilles. 
yet bragleſs let it be; * 


Ajax. If it be 
G Hector was as good a man as he. 

ga. March patiently along :—Let one be ſent, 
To pray Achilles ſee us at our tent. 
If in his death desen ave us befriended, 


Great Troy is 2 and our Tharp wars are en A 
[ Exeunt.. 


. 
tut, 
4 » 
3, 
7 
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C N BE. XI. 1 
Another Ban ee Field. Enter Aineas, and Trojans. 
Siet are we maſters of the field: 
han here ſtarve we out the night. 
þ Enter Troilus.. © 
Zroi. Hector is ſlain, 
All. Hector? the gods forbid! ö 
roi, He's dead; and at the murderer's horſe's tail, 
In beaſtly ſort, dragg'd through the ſhameful field. 
Frown on, you heavens, effe& your rage with ſpeed! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and {mite at Troy 


Lay, at once ! voy brief plagues be mercy, 


And linger not oufffare deſtructions on! 

Ane. My lord, you do diſcomfort all the hoſt. 

Troi. Yeu undenſtand me not, that tell me ſo: 
I do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence, that gods, and men, 
Addreſs their dangers in. Hector is gone! 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſo, or Hecuba?f 8 
Let him, that will a ſcreeeh-owFaye be call'd, - 
Go in to Troy, and ſay re e dead! 
There is a word will ese; T7” 
Make wells and Nich madsand waves ; . 
Cold ftatues of the E ne" Nun 
Scare Troy out of iti 206 ay : 
Hector is dead; there Mentee 
Stay yet;—You vilsgbeß 
Thus proudly pightuperounghnygian plains, 
Let Titan riſe as early as he dare N a 
1 through and through „ad thou, great fize@. 

co ward! 
No ſpace of earth ſhall ſunder our two hates; 
I'll haunt thee, like a wicked conſcience ſtill, 
That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frenzy thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy.!—with comfort go; 
Hope of revenge ſhall hide our inward woe. 
[Exeunt Eneas. c. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pan.* Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear? 
Zrei. Hence, broker 1:cquey ! ignomy and ſhame. 


* 
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Purſue thy life, and live aye with thy name 
* Exit Troilus. 


* 
N —_— 4 
3 4% 23 
9 


Pan. A goodly med' cine for my aching bones 
Oh world! world ! world! thus 18 dne poor agent 
deſpis'd-! 
O traitors and bawds, how earneſtly are you ſet a 
work, and how ill requited ! Why ſhould our endea- 
vour be ſo lov'd, and the performance fo loath'd ? 
=_ verſe for it? what inſtance for it Let me 
de: ö 
Full merrily the humble bee doth ſing, 
Till he hath loſt his honey, and his ſing: 
But being once ſubdu'd in > tail, 
Sweet honey and ſweet notes together fail.— 
Good traders in the fleſh, ſet this in your painted cloths. 
As many as be here of Pandar's hall, 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pander's fall: 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give ſame groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your Haag bones. 
Brethren, and filters, of the hold-door trade, 
Some two monm hengemy will ſhall here be made: 
fear is this— 


would hiſs: 


r 
This play is more correttih written moſt of Shakeſpeare's 
1 but it is wot — F thoſe in Much either the 9 of 
bis views or elevation of his fancy is fully diſplayed. As the ſtory 
abounded with materials, he has exerted little invention; but he has 
diverſiſied his characters with great variety, and preſerved them with 
great exactneſs. His vicious characters ſometimes diſguſt, but can- 
not corrupt, for both Creſſida and Pandarus are deteſted and con- 
temned. © The comick characters ſeem to have been the favourites of 
the writer; they are of the ſuperficial kind, and-exhibit more of 
* nature: but they are copiouſly filled, and powerfully 
impreſſed. 
hakeſpeare has in his ſtory followed for the greater the old book 
of Caxton, which was — popular; but the — of Ther- 
ſites, of Which it makes no mention, is a proof that this play was 
written after Chapman had publiſhed his verſion of Homer. - 


Tohnſon. 


CYMBELINE. 
——  __— ——_r—_—___ 


— — — 


S REPRESENTED. 


— — — — 


PERSON 


Cymbeline, King of Britain. 

Cloten, Son to the Queen by aformer huſband, 
Leonatus Poſthumus, aGentleman maxried tothe Princeſs, 
Belarius, a baniſhed Lord, , diſguated under the name 

of Morgan.. 2 

Guiderius, ) diſguiſed under the Names of Polydore and 
Arwviragus Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Belarius. 
Philario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus. 


Iachimo, Friend to Philario. 


l Abe or fram Rome. 
Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus. 


A French Gentleman. 
Cornelius, a Phyſician, 


Two Gentlemen. 


Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen; 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, a Tribune, Appa- 
ritions, a Soothſayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, 
and other Attendants. 


scgzM, ſometimes in Britain; ſometimes in Italy. 


CYMBELINE. 


— 2 — 


ACT i: SCENE I. 


Cymbelin# s Palace in Britain. 
Enter two gentlemen. 


a Gent. OU do not meet a man, but frowns: our 
.bloods | 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers' 
Still ſeem, as does the king's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter? 
1 Gent. His daughter and the heir of his kingdom, 
whom ; 
He purpos'd to his wife's ſole ſon, (a widow, 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf | 
Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd: all 
Is outward ſorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 4 

2 Gent. None but the king? 

1 Gent. He, that hath loſt her, too: ſo is the queen, 
That moſt defir'd the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the Line's looks, hath a heart that is not 


Glad at the thing they ſcowl at, 


2 Gent. And why ſo? 
1 Gent, He that hath miſs d the princeſs is a thing 


Too bad for bad report? and he that hath her, 
I mean that marry'd her, alack, good man !— 
And therefore baniſh'd) is X creature ſuch, 

As, to feek through the regions of the earth 
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For one his like, there would be e ng 
In him that ſhould compare. I donot thi , 
So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within, * 
Endows a man but he. * 

2 Gent. Vou ſpeak him far. 

1 Gent. I do extend him, fir, within himſelf; 
Cruſh him t ether, rather than unfold 
His meaſure duly. 

2 Gent. What's his name, and birth! > 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the root: His father 


Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, - 


Againſt the Romans, with Caſſi 5 "i 

But had his titles by Tenantius, m, 

He ſerv'd with glory and admir'd ſucceſs ; 

So gain'd the ſur-addition, Leonatys: 

And had, beſides this gentleman in queſtion, 

Two other ſons; who, in the wars o' the time, 

Dy'd with their ſwords in hand : for which, their father 

(Then old and fond of iſſue) took ſuch ſorrow, 

Thb he quit being; and his gentle lady, 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 

As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 

To his protection; calls him Poſthumus; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber ; 

Puts to him all the learning that his time 

Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 

As we do air, faſt as *twas miniſter'd ; and 

In his ſpring became a harveſt: Liv'd in court, 

(Which rare it is to do) moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd: 

A ſample to the youngeſt; to the more mature, 

A glaſs that featur'd them; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards: to his miſtreſs, 

For whom he now is baniſh'd,—her own price 

Proclaims how ſhe efteem'd him and his virtue ; 

By her eledtion may be truly pad, 

What kind of man he ig, _ 

* 2 Gent. I honour him * 

Even out of your rep But, pray you, tell me, 

Is ſhe ſole child to 8 ing? * 
1 Gent. His only child. * 
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He had two ſons, (if this be worth your bearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them at th rs old, 

I' the ſwathing clothes the other, from their vufler 
Were ſtolen; and to this hour, no n knowle bo | 
Which way they went. * e 

2 Gen. How long is this ago? 

1 Gent, Some twenty 

2. Gent. That a king ae , ſoconvey'd! - 
So flackly arded! And the ſearch fo flow, 

That could not trace them! 

1 Gent, Howſoe'er tis ſtrange, 5 | | 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'® at, | 
Vet is it true, fir. ©* | 

2 Gent. Ido well believe you. | 

1 Gent, We muſtforbear : here comes the 4,7 
The queen, and princeſs. [Exeunt. 


S C E. N E * 11. 
Enter the Ozees, Pofthumus, Imogen, and Attendants, 


| Queen, No, beafſur'd, you ſhall not find me daughter, | 
After the ſlander of moſt ſtep-mothers, | 
Evil-eyd unto you: you are my priſoner, but 
Your gaoler ſhall deliver you the keys | 
That lock up your reſtraint, For you, Poſtjumus, 
So ſoon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your adyggate: marry,” yet | 
The fire of rage is in him and *twere . 
You lean'd unto his ſentence, with what patience 
1 wiſdom may inform you. 
W. FO highneſs, . 

I iſ from hence to-day, 

Queen. You know the peril:— 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pity in 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the king 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. Exit. 

Imo. O diſſembling courtely: How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds !—My deareſt huſband, 
1 ſomething fear my father's wrath ; but nothing, 
8 reſerv'd my holy duty) What 

is rage can do on me: You muſt be gone; 

Vol. VII. 


— or - g _ Pu 
e 
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— I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry eyes; nog comforted to live, 
But that there is il Jewel in the world, 
That 1 may ſee again. ET 

Poft. My queen I my miſtreſs!  __ 
O, lady, weep no more; left I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs | 
Than doth becem a man! I will remain 
The loyal ſt huſband that did e'er plight troth, 
My refidence in Rome, at one Philario's; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you ſend, 
Though ink be made of galL 

| » Re-enter Queen. 

Ducen. Be brief, I pray you: 
If the king come, I ſhall incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure:— Vet, I'lI move him. 


n . [ Afede. 
Te walk this way: I never do him 22 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends; 
Pays dear for my offences. [Exit, 


Poft. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to hve, | 
The lothneſs to depart would grow: Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: 
Were you but riding forth 0 Hr yourſelf, 
Such parting were too pretty. Look here, love: 
This diamond was my mother's: take it, heart; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, _ 
When Imogen is dead. | # 
Pet. How | how! another? 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death !—Remain, remain thou here 
; [ Putting on the ring. 
Mhile ſenſe can keep it on! And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 
To your ſo infinite loſs; ſo, in our trifles 


L ftill win of you: For my ſake, wear this; 
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Tt 10 4 manacle ve; I'll place it 
er [Putting a baer. her arm.” 


Upon this Karel priſone. 
n | * a : — 5 
mo. O, the pods! —— 4M 4x * * | 


ſhall we ſee a m A 
* Enter — and vnn * * 
Poſt. Alack, the ſing Rey - a 
Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid! hence; om my fight! 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt: Away! * | 
Com art poiſon to my blood. | 
A. The gods protect you! 
Aud Piel the : remainders of the court! # 
I am gone. [Exit. 
Ino. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 
Om. O difloyal thing, 19 
That ſhould'ſt repair my youth; thou heapeſt 
A year's age on me! 
Imo. I beſeech you, fir, 
Harm not yourſelf with your vexation; I 
Am ſenſeleſs of your wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Paſt grace ? obedience? 
Imo. Paſt hope, and in deſpair; that way, paſt grace. 
Cym. That might'ſt have had the ſole ſon of my queen! 
Ino. O bleſt, that I might not! I choſe an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 
Om. Thou took'ſt a beggar; would' have made 
my throne 
A ſeat for baſeneſs. 
Imo. No; I rather added 
A luſtre to it. 
Om. O thou vile one 
Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Poſthumus: 
You bred him as my play- fellow; and he is 
A man, worth any woman; over-buys me 
Almoſt the ſum he pays. 
Cy, What? —art thou mad? 


94 


herd 


A . 
Not after our command. 
And pen her up. 3 | 
Queen. Beſeech your patience:—Peace,. . ' - 
Dear lady daughter, peace !—Sweet ſovereign, 
Leave us to ourſelves: and make yourſelf ſome comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. | 
Cym. Nay, let her Tanguiſh | 
A drop of blood a day; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly 4 3 [LEZxit. 
eu Piſfantdy ft 
Queen. Fie!---you muſt give way: | 
Here is your ſetvant. ---How now, fir ? What news? 
Piſ. My lord, your fon drew on my maſter. 
ween, Ha! $27 af; 
No harm, I traſt, is done ? 
Pi There might have been, my 
But that my maſterixather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of anger: they were parted . 
By gentlemen at hand. 1 220 
fanny [ am very glad on't. 3 Lein 
Imo. Vour ſon's my father's friend; he takes his 
| art. | 
To upon an exile l O brave ſir 
J would they were in Afric both together; 
Myſelf by with a needle, that [ might prick 
The goer back. Why came you from your maſter? 
Piſ. On his command: He would not ſuffer me 
To bring him to the haven: left theſe notes 
Of what commands I hould be ſubject to, 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 4% 
Queen. This hath been 
Your faithful ſervant: I dare lay mine honour, - 
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He will remain ſo. 
Piſ. I humbly thank your nighneſs. 
Queen. Pray, walk a while. 
uno. About ſome half hour hence, pray you ſpeak 
AO with me: | 
You ſhall, at leaſt, go ſee my lord aboard : 
For this time, leave me. [Exeunt. 


en III. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


1 Lord. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a ſacrifice : 
Where air comes out, air comes an; there's none g 
abroad ſo wholeſome as that you vent. 

Clit. If my ſhirt were bloody, then to ſhift it--- 

Have 1 hurt him? 

2 Lord, No, faith ; not, lo much as his patience, 

[ Hae. 

1 Lord, Hurt him? his body” $ a paſſable carcaſe, if 
he be not hurt: it is a thorough-fare for ſteel, if it be 


not hurt. 
2 Lord. His ſteel was in debt; it went o' the back- 
ſide of the town. 1 


Clot. The villain would not ſtand me. 

2. Lord. Nos ; but he fled forward ſtill, toward &. 
face, Ala. 

1 Lord. Nec ou! You have land enough of your | 
own: but he added to your having; gave you ſome. 


ground, 
2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans: Pup · 
pies? Lide. 


Clot. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would 1, till you had meaſur'd how long 
a fool you were upon che ground. [Afede. 

Clet. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and re- 
fuſe me} 

2 Lond.” If it be a fin to make a true election, ſhe is 
damn d. [Afide. 


1 Lord. 'ﬆ, as I told N always, her beauty and 
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her brain go not together: She's a good ſign, but 1 
have ſeen ſmall reid of her wit. $ 2 

2 Lord. She ſhines not upon fools, leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. D | 
Clot. Come, Þll to my chamber: Would there 
had been ſome hurt done! 

2 Lord. I with not ſo; unleſs it had been the fall of 
an aſs, which is no great hurt. | [ Hide. 

Clot. You'll go with us? I 

1 Lerd. I'll attend your lordſhip. = 

Clot, Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well my lord. [Exeunt. 


SEEN E lv. 


Imogen Apartments. 
Enter 2 mogen, and Piſanio. 


Ino. I would thou grew'ſt unto theſhoreso* the haven, 
And queſtion'dit ev'ry ſail if he ſhould write, 
And J not have it, twere a paper loſt 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee? 
Piſ. Twas, His queen, his ueen!“ 
Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief ? 
* Piſ. And kiſs'd it, madam. 
Ino. Senſeleſs linen! happier therein than 11— 
And that was all? 
Pi No, madam; for ſo long 
As he could make me with this eye, or ear, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did kee 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ſtirs of his mind 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his ſoul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his ſhip. h 
Imo. Thou ſhouldſt have made him 
As little as a crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after eye-him. 


f 


* 
2 
> 


Piſ. Madam, ſo 1 did. e * 
Ino. I would have broke mine eye- MH ; erick'd 
them, but 


To look upon him ; till the dim nuti pa 
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Of ſpace had pointed him as my needle: 
Nay, follow*d him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat to air; and then 
Have turn'd' mine eye, and wept, —But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him? 
Piſ. Be aſſur'd, Madam, 
With his next vantage. 
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch ; or I could make him ſwear, 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray b; 
Mine intereſt, and his honour; or have charg'd him, : 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, | 
To encounter me with oriſons, for then 
1 am in heaven for him; or e'er I could 
Give him that parting kiſs, which I bad ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 
Enter à Lady. 
Lady. The queen, madam, 
Deſires your highneſs' company. 
Ino. Thoſe things, bid you do, get them diſpatch'd, 
+ I will attend the queen. | Me; 
* Piſ. Madam, I ſhall, | [ Exeunt. 
4 S RB V. 
. Rome. 
An Apartment in Philario's Houſe, 
| Enter Philario, lachimo, and a Frenchman. 
uach. Believe it, fir : I have ſeen him in Britain: he 
Vas then of a creſcent note; expected to prove ſo wor- 
thy, as ſince he has been allowed the name of: but I 
_c6old then have look'd on him without the help of ad- 
miratiog though the catalogue of his endowments had 
been tabled by his fide, and I to peruſe him by items. 
Phi. Lou ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh'd 
than now he is, with that which makes him both Wich- 
out and within, 3 | 
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French. IJ have ſeen him in France: we had very 
many there, could behold the ſun with as firm eyes 
as ne, | 
Iach. This matter of marrying his king's daughter 
(wherein he muſt be weigh'd rather by her value, than 
his own) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from 
the matter, 

French. And then his baniſhment. 

lach. Ay, and the approbations of thoſe, that weep 
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, are won- 
derfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judg- 
ment, Which elſe an eaſy battery might lay flat, for 
taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it, he 1s to ſojourn with you ?—How creeps 
acquaintance ? | He's 

Phil. His father and I were ſoldiers together ; to 
whom I have been often bound for no leſs than my life: 

| Enter Poſthumus. 4454 
Here comes the Briton: Let him be ſo entertained 
amongſt you, as ſuits, with gentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all, 
be better known to this gentleman; whom I commend 


to you, as a noble friend of mine :—How worthy he 


is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than ſtory 


him in his own hearing. | No 
French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans 
Pot. Since when I have been debtor to you for eour- 
teſies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet * 
French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor & indneſs; 1 
was glad 1 did atone my countryman and you; it had. 
been pity, you ſhould have been put together with ſo 
mortal a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon mporunghy Fe 
of ſo {light and trivial a nature. A E 
Poſt. By your pardon, fir, I was then a young-tra- | 
veller; rather ſhunn'd to go even with whit: heard, 
than in my every action to be guided by other's expe- 
riences: but, upon my mended judgment, (IFFoffegd 
not to ſay it is mended) my quarrel was notaltogether 


light. 5 
French, Faith, yes, to be put to. the arbitrement 
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of ſwords ; and by ſuch two, that would, by all like- 
| lihood, have confounded. one the other,.or have fallen 
both. | | n 
lach. Can we, with manners, aſk what was the 
difference? . * Ty F 
French. Safely, I think: *twas a contention in pub- 
lic, which may, without contradiction, ſuffer the re- 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laſt 
night, where each of us fell in praiſe of our country 
miſtreſſes: This gentleman, at that time vouching, 
(and upon warrant of bloagly affirmation) his to be 
more fair, virtuous, wiſe, chaſte, conſtant, qualified, 
and leſs attemptible, than any the rareſt of our ladies in 
France. y—— | | N 
lach. That lady is not now liging : or this gentle- 
man's opinion, by this, worn a 4 . | 
Pot. She holds her virtue fill, and I my mind. 
lach. You muſt not ſo far prefer her fore ours of 
Italy. | | 
Poſt. 8 ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though I profeſs myſelf her 
adorer, not her friend. | 
lach. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand 
compariſon) had been ſomething too fair, and too 
— for any lady in Britany. If ſhe went before 
others I have ſeen, as that diamond of yours out- luſtres 
many 1 have beheld, I could not believe ſhe excelled 
many: but I have not ſeen the moſt precious diamond 
that is, nor you the lady. | 
Pot. I prais'd her, as I rated her; ſo do I my ſtone, 
lach. What do you eſteem it at? 
Pot. More than the world enjoys. | 
lach. Either your unparagon'd miſtreſs is dead, or 
ſhe's out-priz'd nile. Fed be 
Pot. You are miſtaken: the one may be ſold, or 
.given ; if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, 
or merit for the gift: the other is not a thing for ſale, 
and only the gift of the gods. — 
Jach, Which the gods have given you ? 
Poſt, Which, by their graces, Iwill keep. 
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" lach, You may, wear her in title your's : but, you 
now, ſtra fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring s, e ſtolen too: ſo, of your brace of un- 
priſable eftimations, the one is but frail, and the other 


caſual: a cunning thief, or a that-way accompliſh'd - 


courtier, would hazard the winning both of ſirſt and laſt. 
Poſt. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſhed: a 
courtier, to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if, in 
the holding or loſs of that, you term her frail. I do 
nothing doubt, you have ſtore of thieves; notwith- 
ſtanding, I fear not myring. | | 
Phil. Let us leave here, gentlemen. | 
Poſt. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy ſignior, 
] thank him, makes no ſtranger of me; we are fami- 
har at firſt, "1s; | 
Iach. With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair miſtreſs: make her go back, 
even to the yei Cing ; had'I admittance, and opportu- 
nity to friend, ; 
Poſt, No, no. . , 
ach. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my 
[eſtate to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'er-va- 
lues it ſomething: But I make my wager rather againſt 
your confidence, than her reputation: and, to bar 
your offence herein too, I durlt attempt it againſt any 
lady in the world. 
Poſt. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 


ſuaſion; and I doubt not you ſuſtain what you are wor- 


thy of, by your attempt. 

Jach. What's that? 

Poſt. A repulſe: Though your attempt, as you call 
it, deſerves more; a puniſhment too, 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too 
ſuddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted, 


ach, Would I had put my eftate, and my neigh- * 


bour's, on the approbation of what I have ſpoke. 
Poſt. What lady would you chuſe to aſſail? 
Iach. Yours; who in conſtancy, you think, ſtands 


ſo ſafe, I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your 
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ring, that, commend me to the court where your lady 
is, with no more advantage than the opportunity of a 
ie, and I will bring from thence that 
wr of hers, which you imagine ſo reſery'd _ 
_ Poſt. I will wage againſt your gold, gold to it: 
my ring I hold dear as my finger; tis payhof it. 
lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer. If 
you buy ladies' fleſh at a million a drachm, you cannot 
preſerve it from tainting : But, I ſee, you have ſome 
religion in you, that you fear. | 
Poft. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue: you bear 
a graver purpoſe, I hope. WT ; 
lach. I am the maſter of my ſpeeches; and would 
undergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear.” _ "VA 
Poſt. Will you ?—1I ſhall but lend my diamond till 
your return.—Let there be covenants drawn between 
us; My miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs the hugeneſs of 
youranworthy thinking: I dare you oh match: 
W my ring. "oy" | 
Phil. I will have it no lay. : 
lach. By the gods, it is one; —if I bring you no 
ſufficient teſtimony that I have enjoyed the deareſt bo- 
dily part of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are 
yours; ſo is yo diamond (00: If I come off, and 
leave her in ſuch Honduras you have truſt in, ſhe your 
jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours; — pro- 
vided, I have your commendation, for my more free 
entertainment. b af! | 
Pot. I embrate theſe conditions; let us have arti- 
cles betwixt us ;—only, thus far vou ſhall anſwer. If 
you make your voyage upon herz7and give me directly 
to underſtand you have pre „I am no further 
your enemy, ſhe is not worth Bur debate: if ſhe re- 
main unſeduc'd, (you not making it appear otherwiſe) 
for your ill opinion, and the aſſanlt you have made to 
her chaſtity, you ſhall anſwer h your ſword. 
lach. Your hand ; acovenant: We will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away 
for Britain; leſt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſtarve: I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers 
recorded, 
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Poſt. Agreed. ' [Exeunt Poſthumus and Jachimo. 
French Will this hold, think you? Os 


Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pra 
us follow 'em. e e * [Ext 
fo Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 


Quern. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather 


thoie flowers ; 
Make haſte: who has the note of them? 
I Laay. I, madam. > | 


Ougen. Diſpatch — | Frennt Ladite. 


Now, maſter doctor; have you brought thoſe drugs: 
Cor., Pleaſeth your highneſs, ay: here they are, 
maadam: | 
But I beſeeghyFour grace, (without offence ; ' | 
My cc bids me aſk) wherefore you have 
CommandeT'of me theſe moſt poiſonous compounds 
Which are the movers of a languiſting death; © -d 
But, though ſlow, deadly? 1 
Ducen. 1 wonder, dor? 
Thou aſſꝰ'ſt me ſuch a-queſtion : Haye a ee 


Thy pupil long? Haſt hen not Jearn'd neo © 
To make perfumes? diff? preſerve?” yea, fo 
That our great king him{elFdoth woo me oft 
For my confeQions ? "Having thus fax proceeded, 
(Unleſs thou think'ſt me deviliſh) is meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other cone luſtons? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy compounq; on ſuch creatures as 
We count not worth hanging, (but none human), 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to theing@; and by them gather 
Their ſeveral virtueggand effects. 
Cer. Your highne 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart: 
Beſides, the ſzeing theſe effects will be | 
But noiſome and infectious. 
Oueer, O, content thee, — 


r 4 
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Enter Piſani. 64s * 
Here comes a flattering raſcal ; upon him [ Afige. 
Will J faſt work; he's for his maſter, 4 
And enemy to my ſon. —How now, Piſanio ?— 


Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended; 65 
Take your own Way. | 
Cor. I do ſuſpe&you, madam; | 
But you ſhall do'no — Fe. 
Queen. Hark thee, a word. [To Pijanio, 


Cor. {Afide.] 1 do not like her. She doth thinks 
2 ale. 


Strange lingering poiſons: I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice with 

A drug of ſuch damn'd nature: Thoſe ſhe has, 
Will ſtupify and dull the ſenſe a while: 

Which firſt, perchance, ſhe*ll prove on cats, and dogs; 
Then afterward up higher: but there is N 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 

To be more freſh, reviving. She1s fooPd 

With a moſt falſe effect; and I the truer, 

Sato be falſe with her. 

Queen, No f r ſervice, doctor, 


4 


Until I ſend forwee. 
Cor. I humbly take my leave. ? 
2ueen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſay'ſt thou? Doſt thou think, 

in time ; ; 

She will not quench; and let inſtructions enter 

Where folly now poſſefles ? "rs thou work: 

ord, 


* 


[Exit. 


When thou ſhalt bring me w ſhe loves my ſon, 
I'll tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 

As great as is thy maſter: greater; for 

His fortunes all he fneechlcly and his name 


Is at laſt gaſp: Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is: to ſhift his being, 

Is toexchange one miſery with another ; 

And every Jay, that comes, comes to decay 

A day's work in him: What ſhalt thou expect, 

To be depender on a thing that leans? | 
Vol. VII. 


266 | CYMBELINE, 42 J. 


Who cannot be new built; nor has no friends, 
[T ꝰe Queen drops a phial: Riſanio takes it up. 
So much as but to prop him? Thou tak'ſt up 
Thou know 'ſt not what; but take it for thy labour; 
It is a thing Lmake, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death; I do not know 
What is more cordial:Nay, Ipr'ythee, take it; 
It is an earneſt of a further * | 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miftreſs how 
The caſe ſtands with her: do't, as from thyſelf. 
Think what a chance thou changeſt on; but think _.. 
Thou haſt thy miſtreſs till; to boot, my ſon, I 
Who ſhall take notice of thee : I'll move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preferment, ſuch ' | 
As thou'lt defire; and then myſelf, I chiefly, 
That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women: 
[ Exit Piſanio, 
Think on my words. A ly and . conſtant knave; 
Not to be ſhak'd : the agent for his maſter ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand faſt to her lord. I have given him that 
Which, if he take, ſhall quite "Mo 5 
Of liegers for her ſweet ; and which Wes after, 
Except ſhe bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 
ERe enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 
To taſte of too.— 80, ſo;—well done, well done: 
The violets, cowſlips, and the primroſes, 
Bear to my cloſet :—Fare, thee well, Piſanio; 
Think on my words. | Exeunt Queen, and Ladies. 
Pi. And ſhall do: 
But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myſelf: there's all III do for you. [ Exit. 
S TEN VII. 
Imogen's Apartment, Enter Imogen. 
Imo. A father cruel, and a ſtep-dame falſe ; 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her. huſband baniſh'd O, that huſband! 
My ſupreme crown of grief! and thoſe repeated 


- 
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Vexations of it! Had I been thief-ſtolen, 
As my two brothers, happy! but moſt miſerable 
Is the defire that's glorious : - Bleſſed be thoſe, 
How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be? Fie! 
Aster Piſanio, and lachimo. 
Piſ. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my lord with letters, 
lach. Change you; madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 
And greets your highneſs dearly. [ Gives a letter. 
Imo. Thanks, good fir; | | 
You are kindly ome. 
lach. All of her, that'is out of door, moſt rich ! 
If ſhe be furuiſh'd with a mind ſo rare, [ 4/ide. 
She is alone the Arabian bird; and I 
Have loft the wager. Boldneſs be my friend 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! + 
Or, like the Parthian, I ſhall fly ing fight; 
Rather, directly fly. | 
Imogen Reads, 
He is one of the nobleſt note. to whoſe kind- 
„ nefs I am moſt infinitely tied. Reflect upon him 
« accordingly; as you value your truſt. 
* LEONATUS,”? 
So far I read aloud: 4 
But even the very middle of my heart | 
Is warm'd by the reſt, and takes it thankfully, 
Youare as welcome, worthy fir, as 1 ao 
Have words to bid you; and ſhall find it fo, 
In all that I can do. 
Iach. Thanks, faireſt lady. 
What! are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 


LAlide. 


To ſee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh tw ixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd flones 
Upon the number'd beach? and can we not 
Partition make with ſpectacles ſo precious 
Twixt fair and foul ? 


— 
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Imo. What makes your admiration? 
lach. It cannot be i' the eye; for apes and monkeys, 
Twixt two ſuch ſhelgg would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other: Nor i' the judgment; 
For idiots, in this caſe of favour, would 
Be wiſely definite: Nor i' the appetite ; 
Sluttery, to ſuch neat excellence oppos'd, * 
Should make defire vomit emptineſs, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. i 
Imo. What is the matter, trow? 
ach. The cloyed will, 
hat ſatiate yet unſatisſied deſire, 
hat tub both fill'd and running) favening firſt 
The lamb, longs after the garbage. 
Imo. What, dear fir, 1 
Thus raps you? Are you well b 
Lach. ETkanks, — hue 3 well: — ' Beſeech you, fir, 
| . Tak Piſanio. 
im: 


Defire my man's abode where I did leave 
He's ſtrange, and peeviſh, 12 
Piſ. I was going, fir, 75 
To give him welcome. 575 
Ino. Continues well my lord? his health, beſeech 
you? | y 
Tach. Well, madam. | | 
Ino. Is he diſpos'd to mirth? I hope, he is. | 
ach. Exceeding pleaſant ; none a ſtranger there 
So merry and ſo gameſome: he is call'd | 
The Briton reveller. 
Ins. When he was here, 
He did incline to ſadneſs ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 
{ach. I never ſaw him ſad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monſieut that, it ſeems, much, 
A Gallian gurl at home; he furnaces =, 
'The thick ſighs from him; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Vour lord, I mean)laughs from's free lungs, cries! © O! 
Can my ſides hold, to think, that man,— who knows 


ves 
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By hiſtory, report, or his own proof, 

© What woman is, = What ſhe cannot chuſe 

„But muſt be,—will his free hours languiſh Fl 

« For aſſur'd bonda age —_ 
Imo. Will my lord ſay fo? 


lach. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with 


laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by, 


And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens know, 


Some men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he, I hope. 


lach. Not he: But yet heaven's bounty towards 


him might 

Be us'd more thankfully. In himſelf, *tis much ; 
In you,—which I account his, beyond all talents,— 
Wilſt am bound to wonder, I am bound 
Te pity too. 

12 What do you pity, fir? 

ach, Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, fir? 

You look on me; what wreck: diſcern you in me, 


Deſerves your pity ? 5 

lach. Lamentable! what! = 
Tohide me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace 
Pthe dungeon by a ſnuff! 


Imo. I pray you, fir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your anſwers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 

lach; That others do, ao 
Iwas out to ſay, enjoy yaur—= 1 
It is an office of the gods to *venP 
Nat mine to ſpeak on't. 
Imo. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me: Pray you, 
(Hen doubting things go ill, et more 

han to be ſure they do: For ce ies 
Either are paſt remedies; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born) diſcover to -me 
What both you ſpur and ſtop. 

lach, Had I this _— 

2 * 
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To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe every touch, would force the feeler's ſoul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here: ſhould J (damn then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ſtairs 
| That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
| Made hard with hourly falſhood (falſhood, as 
With labour); then lie peeping in an eye, 
Baſe and unluſtrous as the ſmoky light 
That's fed with ſtinking tallow; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell ſhould at one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 
Imo. My lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. $47 
lach. And himſelf. Not I, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, 2 
'l he beggary of his change; but *tis your grace 
That, from my muteſt conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 
Ino. Let me hear no more. 
lach. O deareſt foul! your cauſe doth ſtrike my heart, 
With pity thagdoth make me ſick. A lady 
So fair, 'and faſten'd ta an empery, 
Would make the greateſt king double! to be partner'd. 
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibition 
Which y our own coffers yield ! with diſeas'd ventures, 
That play with alLinfirmities for gold . | 
Which rottenneſs lend nature! ſuch boil'd ſtuff, 
As well might P Poien! Be reveng'd 12 
Or ſhe, thatk ore h, was no queen, and you” 
Recoil from your great ſtock. 1 
Imo. Reven d 1 , | he 
How ſhould I be reveng'd? If this be true, * 
(As I have ſuch : hank that both mine ears. 
Muſt not in haſte. if it he true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd? - A 
lach. Should he make me : wy ot 
Live like Diana's prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ; 
Whiles he is vaultiog variable ramps, | 
* 4 » . 9 
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In your deſpight, upon your purſe ? Revenge i it. 
I dedicate myſelf to your ſweet pleaſure ; 
_ noble than that runagate to your bed ; 

ill go faſt to your affection; 
St cloſe X 

Imo. t: Piſanio E 

lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away -I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable, 
Thou woul'ſt have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek*ſt; as baſe, as ſtrange. 
Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains 
Thee and the devil alike :— What, ho, Piſanio ! 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſſault: If he ſhall think it fit, 

A ſaucy ſtranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romith ſtew, and to expound oh 

His beaſtly mind to us; he hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter wh 

He not reſpects at all. np ho, Pi 

lach. O happy Leona 

The credit, that 92 hath . 

Deſerves thy truſt thy fet podneſs : 

Her aſſur'd credit n the * 

A lady to the worth N 
. Country call'd his! and yo EA , only 

For the moſt worthieſt Four pardon. 
1 have ſpoke this, to kHο⁰ er aftance 
Were deeply rooted; and (ha make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er: And he is one 
The trueſt manner'd ; ſuch a holy witch, 

That he enchants ſocieties unto him: 
Half all mgg's hearts are his. 


* 


lach. HA mongſt mew, like a deſcended god: 
He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 

More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty races, 5 os I have adventur'd 
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ro try your rtaking of a falſe report; which hath 

Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 

In the election of a fir ſo rare, | 

Which you know, cannot err: The love; Pear him 

Made me to fan you thus ; but the god 6 

Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your p- : 
Imo. All's well, -fir: Take my power i' the court 

_ for yours. 

lach. My humble thanks. I had almoſt forgot 

To intreat your grace but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Vour lord; myſelf, and other noble friends, 

Are partners in the buſineſs. 

Imo. Pray, what is't? 

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſums, 
To buy a preſent for the emperor; 

Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 

In France: *Tis plate, of rare device; and jewels; 
Of rich and exquiſite form: their _—_ great; 

And Fam ſomethin curious, bein range, 

To have thenFintate — May! It pleaſe you 
To take the in En 

Ino. Willinglys BPR... 

And pawn' mine LL fafet 2 ſince 
My lord hath interelt = them, in ep them 
In my rp Wig 

Iach. They area 
Attended by my menx e bold 
To ſend them to you only for this 1 
I muſt aboard to- morrow-. 

Ino. O, no, no. 

Iach. Yes, I beſeech; or I ſhall horts my: word, 
By length'ning my return. From Gallia 
I croſs'd the ſeas on purpoſe, and on pris 
To ſee your grace. I: 

no | thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

Jach. O, I muſt, madam: 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 


* 
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To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 

I have out-ſtood my time; which is material 

To the tender of our preſent... Feu 
Imo. I will write. b; 

Send your trunk to me ; it ſhall ſafe be kept, 

And truly yielded you: You every welcome. 


¶ Exeunt, 


Ar SCENE 1. 


© * » 
Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 


Clit AS there ever man had ſuch luck! when 
; I kiſs'd the jack upon an up- caſt, to be 
hit away! I had a hundred pound on't: And then 
a whoreſon jackanapes muſt take me up for ſwearing ; 
as if I borrow'd my oaths of him, and might not ſpend 
them at my pleaſure. . 3 
1 Lord. What got he by that? You haye broke his 
pate with your bowl, vv? 
2 Lord, If his wit had been like him that broke it, 
it would have run all out. 2 [Alde. 
Clot. When a gentleman is diſpos'd to ſwear, it is 
not for any ſtanders- by to curtail his oath : Ha 
2 Lord. No, my lord; nor crop the ears of them. 
, [ Alder 
Clot. Whoreſon dog -I give him ſatisfaCtion ? 
*Would, he had been one of my rank! 
2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a folk. [ 4/ide. 
Clot. I am not vex'd more at any thing in the earth, 
A pox on't! I had rather not be ſo noble as 1 am; they 
dare not fight with me, becauſe of the queen my mo- 
ther; every jack-ſlave hath his belly full of fighting, 
and I muſt go up and down like a cock that no body 
can match. | x78 f 
2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too; and you 


+ 
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crow, cock, with your comb on. [Afede. 
Clot. Say*fſt thou ? 
I Lerd. it is not fit your lordſhip ſhould undertake 
every companion. that you give offence to. 
Clot. No, I know that: but it is fit, I ſhould com- 
mit offence to mv inferiors. 
2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip only. 
Clot. Why, ſo 1 ſay. | 
1 Lord. Did you- hear of a ſtranger, that's come to 
court to-night ? * 
Clet. A ſtranger! and I not know on't! 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange fellow Hmſelf, and knows it 
not. a * Ala. 
1 Lord. There's an Italian come; and 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus friends. 
Clot. Leonatus ! a baniſh'd raſcal ; and he's another, 
whatſoever he be. Who told you of this ſtranger ? 
t Lord. One of your lordihip's pages. 
Clot. Is it fit I went — 2 him? Is there 
no derogation in't? 
1 Lord. You cannot derogate my lord. 
Clit. Not eaſily, 1 think. 
2 Lord. You are a fool granted; therefore your iſfues 
being fooliſh, do not derogate. Afide. 
- Cloz. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian: What I have 
toft to-day at bowls, I'll win to- night of him. Come, 


1 I'll attend your lordſhip. 

f | [ Exeunt Cloten, and frf Lord. 
That ſuch a crafty devil as his mother 

Should yield the world this afs! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain; and this her ſon, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princeſs, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt i 
Betwixt a father by thy Rtep-dame govern'd;: 

A mother hourly coining plots: a wooer, 

More hateful than the fool expulſion is 

Of thy dear huſband, than that horrid act 

Of the divorce he'd. make! The heavens hold firm 


— 
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8 walls of thy dear honour; keep unſhak'd | 
t temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'ſ ſtand, 
To enjoy thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land! 


s C E'N N * 0.4 


A Bed-chamber ; in one part of it a Trunk. 
Imogen reading in her bed a Lady attending. 


imo. Who's there? my woman Helen ? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, madam. 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, madam. 
Ino. have read three hours then: mine eyes are weak 
Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed: 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canſt awake by four of the clock, 
1 pr'y thee, call me. Sleep hath ſeiz d me wholly. 


[ Exit lach. 
To your protection 1,.commend me, gods! 4 
From fairies, and the tempters of rhe night, 
Guard me, beſeech ye! - [Shepr 
Iachimo, from the trunk. 
lach. The crickets fing, and man'so'er-labour*'d ſenſe 
Repairs itſelf by reſt : Our Tarquin thus 
Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The chaſtity he wounded. —Cytherea, 4 
How bravely thou becom'ſ thy bed! freſh lily! 
And whiter than the ſheets ! That ! — * touch 
But kiſs; onekiſs !—Rubies unparagon'd, 
How dearly they do't !—' Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: The flame o' the taper 
_ Bows towards her; and would . her lids 
To ſee the incloſed lights, now canopy” 
Under theſe windows: White and azure! lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.— But my deſign? 
To note the chamber: Iwill write all down:— 
Such, and ſuch pictures ?—There the window :—Such 
The adornment of her bed:—The arras, figures? 
Why, ſuch, and ſach:—And the contents o the ſtory, 
Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body, 
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(Above ten thouſand meaner moveables 4 

Would teſtify) to enrich mine inventory. 5 

O ſleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 

And be her ſenſe but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying! Come off, come off ;— 

I [Taking off a bracelet. 

As ſlippery, as the Gordian knot was hard !— 

"Tis mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, - 

As ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 

A mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 

T* the bottom of a cowſlip: Here's a voucher, 

Stronger than ever law could make: this ſecret 

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta'en 

The treaſure of her honour. No more. —To what end? 

Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 

Screw'd to my memory? She hath been reading late, 

The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down, 

Where Philomel gave „Here. have enough: 

To the trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it 

Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night! that dawning 

May bear the raven's eye: I lodge in fear; 


Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 
[Clock Ar thes . 


One, two, three: — Time, time! 
* [ Goes into the trunk : the ſcene cloſes. 


e 


Another Room +, the Palace. 
Enter Cloten and Lords. 


1 Lord. Your lordſhip is the mo# patient man in 
loſs, the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd up ace. 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loſe. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordſhip: You are moſt hot, and fu- 
rious, When you win. 

' Chet. Winning will put any man into courage: ! 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhould have gold 
enough: It's almoſt morning, is't not? 

1 Lord, Day, my lord, 


_m_ I #_ a 


*& > 


3 — 
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Clot. I would this muſic would come: I am advis'd 
to give her muſic o mornings; they ſay, it will pe- 
netr ate 5 «9+ ; 6 
| Enter Muſicians. . > 


Come on, tune: If you can penetrate her with your 


fingering, ſo; we'll try with tongue too: if none will 
do, let her remain; but I'll never give o'er. Firſt, 
a very excellent good-conceited thing; after, a won- 
derful ſweet air, with admirable rich words to it,— 
and then let her conſider. . 


Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven's gate fings, 
And Phæbus gins ariſe, TS WL 
His fteeds to water at thoſe ſprings 
n chalic'd flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes j} 
With every thing that pretty bin: 
My lady feeet, ariſe; 
Ariſe, ariſe. ? 
So, get you gone: If this penetrate, I will conſider 
your muſig the better: if. it do not. it is a vice in her 
ears, whieltgorſe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice 
of unpavedeunuch to boot, can never amend. 
| 044 {Exeunt Mufitians. 
Enter Cymbeline and Queen. 

2 Lord, Here comes the king. 

Clot. I am glad, I was up fo late; for that's the 
reaſon I was up ſo earl: He cannot chooſe but take 
this ſer vice I have done, fatherly.— Good morrow to 
your majeſty, and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ſtern daughter ? 
Will ſhe not forth? 

Clot. I have aſſail'd her with muſics, but ſhe vouch- 

ſafes no notice. a 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. | 

Vol. VII. 2 


25 
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Puten, You are moſt bound to the king: 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter: Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſolicits: and be friended 
With aptneſs of the ſeaſon: make denials 
Edesse your fervitius fo ſeem, as if 
You were inſpir'd to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
den you are ſenſeleſs. „ 
Obo. Senſeleſs! not ſo. 
| | Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Me/. So like you, fir, anbitiitors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius, * | 
Om. A worthy fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
But that's no fault of bs We muſt receive him 
According to the honour of his fender ; 
And towards himſelf, his goodneſs foreſpent on us, 
We muſt extend our notice.—Our dear ſon, 
When you have given good morning to your miſtreſs, 
Attend the queen, and us; we ſhall have need 
To- employ you towards this Roman. Home, our 
geen. 6 [[ eExeunt. 
Cher. If ne be up, I'II ſpeak wich her; if not, 
Let her He ſtill, and dream. - By your leave, ho! 
| WE" MEE. ne [ Knocks. 
I know her women are about her: What 
If I do line one of their hands? Tis gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, yield up 
Their deer to the ſtand o' the ſtealer: and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the thief ; 
Nay, ſometimes, hangs both thief and true man: What 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her Women lawyer to me; for 


I yet not underſtand the caſe myſelf. 


By your leave. [ Knocks 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Who's there that knocks ? 
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Clot. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more? 

Clot. Ves, and a gentle umnan' 8 bon. 
Lady. That's more 

Than ſome, whoſe tay lors are as dear as Tn. 

Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your lordſhip's pleaſure? 
Clot. Your lady's perſon: Is ſhe ready? | 
Lady. Ay, ta keep her chamber. * 
Clot. There's gold for you: {ell me your good report. 
Lady. How! my good name ? or to report of you 

What | I ſhall think is good ?— The princets 1 

Enter Imogen. 5 
Clot. Good Arrow, faireſt ſiſter: Your Gwecthand, 
Imo. Good-morrow, fir: Y ou lay out too much 

For purchaſing but trouble: the thanks I give, 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 

And ſcarce can ſpare them. 

Clot. Still, I wear, 1 love you. 
Ino. If you but ſaid ſo, dere as deep with me: 

If you tel ſtill, your recompence is ** 

That I regard it not. | 
| Clit. That is no anſwer. 

Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay I vield, being ſilent, 

I would not ſpeak. I pray you, ſpare me; faith, 

I ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſy- , , 

To your beſt kindneſs: one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. © 
Clot. To leave you in your madneſs, arne ſin: 

I will not. | 
Ino. Fools are not mad folks. 

Clot. Do you call me fool? 
Imo. As Tam mad, I do: 

If you'll be patient, I'Il no more be, mad ; ©... 

That 1 — both. I am much ſorry,, fir, 

You put: I o manners, 

By bels Fo vert and learn now, for all, 

That 1, which eart, do here pronounce, 

By the very truth care not for you; 


And am fo near the lack of charity, 
(To accule myſelf) I hate you: which I had — 
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* 


You felt, than make *t my boaſt; 


Cl:t. You fin againſt IF 
Obedience, which you Oo father. For 


The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foſter'd'with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o' the court) it is no contract, none; 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
(Vet who, than he, more mean?) to knit their ſouls 
(On whom there is no more depende — 
But brats and beggary) in ſelf figur'd knot ; 
Vet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The conſequence o' the crown ; and * not ſoil 
The precious note of it with a baſe 
A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's cloth, 
A pantler, not ſo eminent. | | 
Imo. Prophane fellow ! | N 1 
Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter, and-no more, 
But what thou art, beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom: thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be ſtil'd 
The under-hangman of his kingdom; and jr nal 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 
Clet. The ſouth-fog rot him ! | 
Imo. He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam' d of thee. His meaneſt garment, 
That ever had but clip'd his body, is dearer, 
In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Where they all made ſuch men.—How now, Piſanio? 


Enter Piſanio. 
Clot. His garment? Now, the devil— 
Imo. To Do orothy my woman hie thee preſently : — 4 


Chr. His garment ? ' 
Ino. I am m ſprigined with a fool 
Frighted, an d worſe :—Goj " my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too a 
Hath left mine arm? it was | 
If I would loſe i it for arev 


: ſhrew me, 


Of any king's in Europe, Tk, 
I ſaw't this morning: confidentIam, 
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Laſt night twas on mine arm; I kiſſed it: 

J hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 

That I kiſs aught but him. 


Piſ. Twill not be loſt. 1 ' 

Imo. I hope ſo: go and arch. [Exit Piſan.s. 

Clot. Yow have 6 2h tes — 2.4 
His meaneſt garment? | 

Imo. Ay, I ſaid ſo, fir: my 


If you will make 't an action, call Vite to *c, 

Clot. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother bo: is; 
She's my good lady ; anc will-conceive, LF hope, * 
But the worſt of me. S0 I leave you, fir, | 
To the work of diſcontent, | (Exit. 
,» Cle. I'll bereveng'd;— +. +4 
His meaneſt garment — [Exit, 


_ n 


Nome. An Apurtment in Philario s Houſe, 
Anter Paſthumus, and Philaria. 
Pot. Fear it not, fir; I would, I were ſo ſure 

Jo win the king, as I am bold, heg honour 

Will remain hers. 

Phil. What means do you make = ay 

Poft. Not any; but abide the change of time ; 
Qu” in the 23 winter's ſtate, and wiſn 
That warmer days would come: In theſe fear d hopes, 
I barely gratify your love; failing, 
1 2 die much your vans 57 
Bil. Your very 2 d your company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus: Caius Lucius 
Will do his commiſſion thoroaghly: And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, ſend arrearages, 
Or look upon qu 1 > reme ce 
Is 7x freſh in their grief, 
Poft. I do beheve, 
(Statiſt though I am none, nor Uke e to be/ 
That this will prove a war; and you ſhall hear 
The legions, now in ſooner landed 
2 
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In our not- f Britain, than have tidings 

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 

Are men more order” d, than when Julius Cæſar 

SmiPd at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 

2 his frowning at: Their diſcipline 

dy. ow mingled with their courages will make known 
o their approvers, they are people, ſuch . 

That — upon the world. WE 

Enter Jachima. 3 * 

Phil. See! Tachimo! N 

e. The ſwifteſt harts have lied you by land; 

And winds of all the corners 'd your pg | 


Phil. Welcome, fir. 

Peſt, I hope, the briefneſs of your —— made 
The ſpeedineſs of your return. | . + 

Iach. Your lady | 7 
Is one of the fiireſ that I have look'd upon. + 


Pot,” And, therewithal, the beſt; or let her beauty 
Look through a caſement * allure falſe We, 
And be falſe with them. 2 
2 Here ers * vou. 
Poe. Their tenour good, I truſt. 
lach, Tis very like. 
Pot. Was. Caius Lucius in the Britain court 
When you were there: 
Iach. He was ex 7 then, 
But Look approach? ” 
All is well * 
Sparl les this flone as I Ms a 6 4 not 
Too dull for your =? ing? 1 N 
lach. If I have laſt it, 
I ſhould have loſt the worth of i it in \ gold: 
I'll make a journey tw] r, to enjoy 
A ſecond night o ſuch Tweet ſhortneſiy which 
Was mine in Britain? for the ring is Ws. 
Poft. The ſtone's too hard to come b. 
Jach. Not a whit, | | 
Your lady being ſo eaſy. 
P oft. Make not, fir 7 


. 1 4 
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Your loſs your ſport: I hope, yag know _ we 
Muſt not continue friends, 

lach. Good we muſt, 


12 
+, de 


If you k t: Had I not brought 

The now gl yes: miſtreſs home, I grant 

We were to 7 further; but I now 

Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, ig proceeded but 

By both your wills, 

Poſt. If you can make i it apparent 1 
That you have taſted her in bed, my hand. 
And ring, is yours: If not, ny foul opinion 2 
You had of her pure honour, gains or loſes 
Your ſword, or mine; or rleſs leaves botk 
To who ſhall find them. 

lach. Sir, my circumſtances, 

Being ſo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe: whoſe ſtrength. 
I will confirm With oath ; which, I doubt-nor, | 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, * you mall and 
Vou need it not. | 4 E | 
Poſt. Proceed. +  " 
Iac h. Firſt, — bed ch be 1 
Where, I confeſs, I t not 4+ bu 
ad that was well von watching W_. 
With tapeſtry of filk and pavers. Wh 
Proud Cleopatra, when the menhier Mi 
And Cydnus ſwell'd above the ante, or for 
The preſs of bqats, e A piece of work 
So bravely done, ſo ric that it did ſtrive 
In workmanſhip and value; Which, I wonder'd,. 
Could be ſo rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the trug life on 't Was | 
Poſt. Tü true; 
And this ye ht have heard of here, 28 me. 
Or by ſome other. | 

Iach. More particulars | 

Muſt juſtify my knowledge, wa dats} 
FE: So they muſt, [1-51 S 
o your honour injury. : 


2 OS w —_—_— » 4 
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Iach. The chimney- 

Is ſouth the chamber; and ths ehimney-piece, 
Chaſte Dian, bathing : never ſaw I 
So likely to report themſelves: t 5 
Was as another nature, dumb; — 2 
Motion and breath left out. * 

Poft. This isa thing, 

Which you might from relation likewiſe reap ; 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 

lach. The roof o' the chamber 
Wit} golden cherubims is fretted : Her — AM 
(Thad forgot them) were tuo winking — 

Of filver, each on one foot ſtanding, Fr 
Depending on their brands. 

Poſt. This 1s her honour— 

Let it be granted, you have ſeen all this, (and praiſe 
Be given to your remembrance) tlie deſcription 

Of what is in her chamber, nothing faves 

The wager you have laid. IS 

lach. Then, if you can, | Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale; bet but leave to air this jewel: See. 

And now us p e it muſt be married 
To that your diagng pu * them. 

Poſt. Jove — * 
Once more let 
Which I e 4 8 : 4 

lach. Sir, (1 thank: er)-that : 
She ſtripp'd it Balherarm'; I ſee her yet; 
Her pretty action ut. feli her gift, 

And yer enrieh'd e he gave it We, 
And ſaid, ſhe- Priz itonce. | 
Poſt. May be, ſhe pluck'd 1 it of, 
To ſend it ma. * 
Iach. She writes ſo to you? doth he * 

Poft. O, no, no, 901 ti true. 

too; 
It is a baſiliſk unto mine eye, 


Kills me to look on' t: Let „ no ry | 

Where there is beauty; truth, where ſemblance ; love, 

Where there's another man : he vows For women 
his > | 


oy 
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Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues; winch” is is nothing ;— 
O, above meaſure falſe! _. 

Phil. Have patience, fir, 

And take your ring agan ; *tis not yet won : 

It may be probable, ſhe loſt it; or, 

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtolen it from her. 

Poft, Very true; 

And ſo, I hope, he came 15 Back my ring ;— 
Render to me ſome ſign about her, MY 
More evident than this for this was ſtolen. | 5 x 

Iach. By Jupiter, I had 3 it from her arm. 

Poft. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
Tis truez—nay, keep the ring tis true: 1 am ſure, 
She could not loſe it: her attendants are 
All ſworn, and honourable:— They induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a ſtranger? No; he hath enjoy d her: 

The cognizance of her incontineney 
Is this ſhe hath bought the name of whore thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire; and all the finds of An 


Divide themſelves between you ! 


* Phil. Sir, be patient: 
This is not ſtrong enough to be belle 
Of one perſuaded well of 5 
Pe. Never talk on' “tt: 
She hath been colted by him. 
lach. If you feek 
For further ſatisfying, under BA breaſt, 
8 the 2 lies a mole, righ 9 
f that woft de elicate lodging: By my life, 
I kiſs'd it; and it gave me Necell bunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ſtain upon her? 
Po. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
lach. Will you hear more? 
Peſt. Spare your er rented never count the turns; 
Once, and à million! c v 


* 


* 
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 Tach. Fl be ſfworn,— — 
Poſt. No ſwearing:— 
If you will ſwear you have not done t youlye ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou doſt mee, 
Thou haſt made me cuckold. | 
lach. Iwill deny nothing. 
Poft. O, that I had her here, to tear her nn 
I will go there, an do 't i' the court; before 


Her father: I'll do ſom == 50 090 . 
Phil. Quite beſides ua 

The government of patien vou have won: 

Let's follow him, and perv preſent wrath 

He bath againſt him fel. 
lack. Wich all my heart. I [Excunt, 


rn 


Another Room in Bbilaria's ue. . 
Enter Poſthumus. 
Pe. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Muſt be half workers? We are all baſtards * 
And that moſt nerable man, Which 1 | 
Did call my father, Was l know not where 
When I was ftamp*d; ſome coiner with his tools # 
Made me a counterfeit: Yet my motherſeem'd 
The Dian of that time: ſodoth my wife 
The non-pareil of this Oh rengeance, Vengeance | 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſne reſtrain'd, | 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A prudency ſo roſy, the ſweet view or't 
Might well have warm*d old Saturn; that E thought her 
As chaſte as unſunn d ow3—O, all the devils— 
This yellow -lachim®, in anhour,—was t not? 
Or leſs, —at firſt : Perchancs he fpoke not; but, 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh! and mounted: found no oppoſition 
But what he loak'd for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me! For there no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but IaffiFm | 
It is the woman's part: Be 't lying, note it; 


* 
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Th woman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 
Luft and rank thoughts, hers, hees; - revenges, hers ; 
Anbitions, * change of prides des, difdain, | 


Nice longings, ers, matability, 4; 1 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, chat hell nn 
Way hers, in part, or all; but, _ all : 

For even to vice 

They are not conſtant. but are chunging ai. 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half ſo old as that. I'll write agaiĩnſt 8 
Deteſt them, curſe them: Vet tis greater n 

In a true liate, to pray they have their will: "© 
The very devils cannot plague them better. ¶ Exit. 


= 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


*Cymbeline*s Palace. * ** 


Enter, in flate, Cymbeline, Queen, (loten, and Tord 
at one door 5 and at another, Caius Lucius, and At 
tendants. 

8 OW ay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar 
. with us? 

Luc. When, Julius Cæſar (whoſe remembrance yet 
Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears, and tongues, 
Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 

And conquer'd it, Caſſibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous in Cæſar's raiſes, no whit leſs 

Than in his feats deſerving it) for him, 

And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thouſand pounds; which by thee lately 

Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be ſo ever. 

(lat There be many Cæſars, 

Ere ſuch another Julius. Britain is 

A world by itſelf; and we will nothing pay 

For wearing our own noſes, 
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Queen, That portunity, Aren 7 CY 
Which then they had to take from us, to reſume 
We have again.— Remember, ſir, my liege, 
The kings your anceſtors; together with 
The — bravery,of your iſle which ſtands. 
As Neptune's/park, ribbed ana paled in 
With rocks unſcalable, and roaring waters 
With ſands, that will not bear your enemies” boats, 
But ſuck them up to the top-maſt, A kind of conqueſt 
Cæſar made here; but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and /aw, and overcame; with ſhame | 
1 5 firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 

rom off our coaſt, twice beaten; and his ſhipping, 
(Poor ignorant baubles on our terrible ſeas, 7 
Like egg-ſhells mov'd upon their furges, crack'd 
As cats pain our rocks: For joy whereof 
The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 
+ giglet fortune!) to maſter Cæſar's ſword, 
Made Fud's town with rejoicing files bright, 
And Britons ſtrut with courage. WAS +} 

Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid: 

Our kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, 
as I ſaid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars: other of them 
may have crook'd noſes: but, to own ſuch ſtrait arms, 
none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. | 

Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as hard 
as Caſſibelan: I do not ſay, I am one; but I have a 
hand ——W hy tribute? Why ſhould we pay tribute? 
If C-ſar can hide the ſun from us with a blanket, or 
put the moon 1n his pocket, we. wall pay him tribute 
for light; elſe, fir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You muſt know, 5 | 
Till the injurious Roman did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free: Cęſar's ambition, 
(Which ſwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The iides o' the world) againſt all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us; which to ſhake off, 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon. 


Ourſelves to be; we do. Say then to Cæſar, 


Oo 
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Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws; whole uſe the {word of Cæſar 
Hath too much mangled ; whoſe repair, and franchiſe, 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made 
our laws, 

Who was the firſt of Britain, which ad put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himſelfa king. 

Luc. I am forry, Cymbeline - 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Czfar 
(Cæſar, that hath more kings his ſervants, than 
Thyſelf domeſtic officers) thine enemy: 
Receive it from me then 2 and confuſion, 


In Cæſar's name pronounce I gainſt thee: look 
For fury not to be reſiſted ;— us defy d, 
1 thank thee for myſelf, © 


Cym. Thou art welcome, Gains, 
Thy 2 knighted me; my youth I ſpent 
Much under him : of him I gather'd honour ; 
Which he, to ſeek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at/utterance. I am perfect, 
That the Pangonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britons cold; 
So Czfar ſhall not find them. | 
Luc. Let proof ſpeak. "7 
Clot. His majefty-bids you welcome. Make paſtime 
_ with us a day, or two, or longer: If you | ſeek us af. 
terwards in other terms, you ſhall find us in our falt- 
water-girdle: if you beat us out of it, it is yours; if 
„ou fall in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the 
etter for you; and there's an end. 
Luc, So, fir. 
m. I know your maſter's by and he mine: 
All che remain is, welcome. [ Exeunt. 


S C EBEN E II 
Another Room. Enter Piſanio. 


Piſ. How ! of adultery? OR write you not 
Vol. VII. 


— En 


1 
That I have ſent her, by her own comman 
Shall give thee opportunity :'*—O damn'd paper! 
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What monſters her accuſe?—Leonatus ! 

O maſter ! what a ſtrange infection : 

Is fallen into thy ear? What falſe Italian 

| (46 poiſonous . as handed) hath prevail'd 


too ready g?—Difleyal? No: 
She's puniſh'd for her truth; and undergoes, 
More goddeſs-hke than wife-like, ſuch aflaults 
As would take in ſome virtue.—O my maſter! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes —How! that I ſhould murder her:? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which T 
Have made to thy command ?—T1, her ?—her blood? 
If it be ſo to do good ſervice, never 


* 


Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 


That I ſhould ſeem to lack humanity, - ä 
So much as this fact comes to? — Do't : The letter 
| — 


Black as the ink that's on thee! Senſeleſs bauble! 


Art thou a feodary for this act, and look*ſt | 


So virgin-like without? Lo, here the comes, 
Enter Imogen. 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 
Ino. How now, Piſamio? 
Pi. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. | 
Ino. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus ? 
O, tearn'd indeed were that aſtronomer, 
That knew the ftars, as I his characters; 
He'd lay the future open. wg) as gods, 
Let what is here contain'd reliſh of love, 


Of my lord's health, of his content, —yet not, 


That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him! 

Some griefs are medicinable; that is one of them, 

or it doth phyſic love) —of his content, 
All but in that — Good wax, thy leave: Bleſt be 
You bees, that make theſe locks of counſel! Lovers, 


And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; , 
Though forfeiters you caſt in priſon, yet | 


( 
F 
( 
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You claſp young Cupid's tables. Good news, gods! 
. N Readin . 

« Juſtice, and your father's wrath, f he oo 
* mein his dominion, could not be ſo cruel to me, as 
* you, O the deareſt of creatures, would even renew 
© me with your eyes. Take notice, that Tam in Cam- 
* bria, at Milford- Haven: What your own love will, 
out of this, adviſe you, follow. So, he wiſhes you. 
* all happineſs, that remains loyal to his vow, and 
* © your, increaſing in love, ; 

| © LeonarTvs Posruuuvs.“ 
O, for a horſe with wings! Hearꝰſt thou, Piſanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me | 
How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not! 
Glide thither in a day ?—Then, true Piſanioo. 
(Who long'ſ, like me, to ſee thy lord; who long' ſ.— 
O, let me *bate,—but not like me: yet long'ſt— 
But in a fainter kind :—O, not like me; | 
For mine's beyond, beyond,) ſay, and ſpeak thi 
(Love's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To the ſmothering of the ſenſe) how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford: And, by the way 
Tel me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 
To inherit ſuch haven: But, firſt of all, 
How we may ſteal from hence; and, for the gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence-going 
Till our return, to excuſe :—but firſt, how get hence: 
Why ſhould excuſe be born or eber begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, 1 
How many ſcore of miles may we well ri 
*'T wixt hour and hour? | 
Piſ. One ſcore, twixt fun and ſan, 

am 's, enough, for you; and too much too. 

Ino. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go ſoflow ; I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands 
That run i” the clock's behalf: ut this is foolery = 
Go, bid my woman feign a ficknes; ſay cg. 
She'll home to her father: and provide me, preſently, 
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A riding ſuit: no coſtlier than would ſit 


A franklin's houſewife, ® © _ ;, 
Pi. Madam, your're beſt gonſider. bs 
Ino. I ſee before me, man, nor here, nor here, 

Nor what enſues ; but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 

Do as I bid thee; There's no more to ſay ; 

Acceſſible is none but Milford way, _ [Exeunt. 


++, 0 C:EAN E III. Eq. 
Changes to a Foreſt in Wales, with a Cave. © 


Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep houſe, with fuch 
Whoſe roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys: This gate 
Inſtructs you how to adare the heavens: and bows you 
To morning's holy office; The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Gooe morrow to the ſun.— Hail, thou fair heaven! 
We houſe i' the rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 
As prouder livers do. 15 118 
Guid, Hail, heaven! 5 | 

Arv. Hail, heaven » | 

Bel. Now for our mountain ſport: Up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young; I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place, which leſſens, and ſets off. 

And you may then reyolve what tales I have told you, 

Ofcourts, of princes, of the tricks in v ar: 

This ſervice is not ſetvice, ſo being done, 

But being ſo allow'd : To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from. all things we ſee : 

And often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 

The ſharded beetle win a ſafer hold | 

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O. this life 

Is nobler, than attending for a check! 

Richer, than doing nathing; for a babe; 

Prouder, than ufig in unpaid : for filk * 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncroſs'd : no life to ours. 
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Guid. 8 your proof you fpeak: we, poor, un- 
ag'd, 
Have overt from view oꝰ the neſt; nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is beſt, - 
If quiet life be beſt ; ſweeter to you, 
That have a ſharper known; well correſponding 
With your ſtiff age: but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed; 
A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 
Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of, 
When we are as old as you? When we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe _ 
The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing: 
We are beaſtly ; fubtle as the fox, for prey; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: * 
Our valour is, to chace what flies; our ca 
We make a quire, as doth the prifon'd bird, 
And fing our bondage freely. 
Bel. How you ſpeak 
Did you but know the city's uſuries, | 
And felt them knowingly : the art o the court, 
As hard to leave, as keep: whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or fo ſlippery, that | 
The fear's as bac as falling: the toil of the war, 
A pain that only ſeems to {eek out danger 
I' the name of fame, and honour; which dies i the ſearch; 
And hath as oft a flanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many times 
Doth ill deſerve by doing well; what's werſe, 
Muſt curtſy at the cenſure: O, boys, this Rory 
The world may read in me: My body's mark d 
With Roman ſwords; and my report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note: Cymbeline lov'd me; 
. And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far of: Then was I as a tree, 
Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit; but, in one night, 
A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you wil, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my f be. 
| Ad br, 
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And left me bare to weather, | 
| Guid. Uncertain favour” © _ 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 
But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths. prevail'd 
Before my perfect honoùr, ſwore to Cymbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans: ſo, ' | 

Follow'd my baniſhment; and, theſe twenty years, - 

This rock, and theſe demeſnes, have been my world: 

Where I have liv'd at honeft freedom ; pay'd 

More pious debts to heaven, than in all * 

The fore end of my time. But, up to the mountains; 

This is not hunter's language: He, that ſtrikes 

The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' the feaſt; 

To him the ether two ſhall. miniſter ; 

And we will fear no poiſon, Which attends 

In place of greater ſtate. I'll meet you in the valleys. 
| LIFT  TExeunt Guid. and Arv. 

How hard it is, to hide the ſparks of nature! 8 

Theſe boys know little, they are ſons to the king; 

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. | 

They think, they are mine: and, though train'd ap 

thus meanl7 8 3 

I' the cave, wherein they bow, their thouglits do hit 

The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 

In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 

Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— _ 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The king his father call'd Guiderius,—Jove! + 

When on my thregsfoot ſtool I fit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 

Into my ſtory: ſay, —Thus mine enemy fell; 

And thus 1 ſet my foot on his neck; even then 

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 

That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 

(Once, Arviragus) in as like a figure, bats 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and thews much more 

His own conceiving.. Hark! the game is rouz'd!— 

0 Gambeliae heaven, and my conſcience knows, 

ig anjuitly baniſh me: Whereon, 
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At | ad two years old; 1 gole theſe babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

Thou reft' me of my lands. Euri ohill, a | 
Thou waſt their nurſe; they took — for their * | 
And every day do honour to her grave: | 
Myſelf, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for natural father, Tue game is up. ¶ Exit. 


* N EB W. 


8 Milford Haven. 

nter Piſanio and Imogen, | 

Imo. Thou told'ſt me, when we ene OH horſe, 
the place 

Was near at hand: Ne'er long'd my mother ſ 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now: — Piſanio! Man! 


Türk :umus? What is in thy mind, 
That 


es thee ſtare thus ? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreteda thing, perplex'd 

Beyond ſelf-e abies Put thyſelf 


Into a *havio leſs fear, ere wildneſs 

Vanquiſh my ffaider ſenſes. What's the matter? 

Why tender'ſt thou that paper to me, with 

A look untender ? If it be ſummer news, 

Smile to 't before: Wwinterly, thou need'ſt 

But keep that countenance ſtill.—-My huſband's hand! 

That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-crafted him, 

And he's at ſome hard point.---Speakgyman; thy tongue 

May take off ſome extremity, wheres 

Would be even mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleaſe you, read; 
And you ſhall find me, wretched m 
The moſt difdain'd of fortune. 
Imogen "423 1 ihe 7 , 

miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play d . rumpet 5 | 

bed ; the e lie bleeding in me. Ip 

not out of week ſurmiſes ; bat from proof as firong as my 

grief, and as certain as 1 expe:t my revenge. I hat part, 

thou, Piſanio, muſt act for me, if thy faith be not tainted 

with the breach of hers, Let thine own hands take away 


Faul 2 
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her liſe: I. fhall give thee opyortunity at Milford-Hawen : 

ſhe hath my letter for the purpoſe : Where, if thou fear to 
ftrike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art the 
pandar to her diſhonour, and equally to me diſloyal. : 

Piſ. What ſhall I need to draw my ſword ? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already.-—No, tis ſlander; 
Whole edge is ſharper than the ſword; whoſe tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile; whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belye 
All corners of the world: kings, queens, and ſtates, 
Maids, matmons, nay, the ſecrets of the grave 
This viperous flander enters.---What cheer, madam ? 

Imo. Falſe to his bed! What is it, to be falſe ? 

To lie M warch there, and to think on him? 

To weep "twixt clock and clock? if fleepcharge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream vf him, 

And cry myfelf awake? that's falfe to his bed ? 

Is it? 511 1 

Piſ. Alas, good lady ! . 

Imo. 1 falſe ? Thy conſcience witnefy;---Iachimo, 
Thou didf accuſe him of incontinence © 
Thou then look'dft Iike a villain; now, methinks, 
Thy favour's good enough.---Some jay of Italy, 
Whoſe mother was her painting, hath betray'd him: 
Poor 1 am ftale, a garment out H faſhion; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I muſt be ript: to pieces with me !---O, 

Men's vows are women's traitors! All good feeming, 
By thy revolt, O Bufband, ſhall be thought 

Put on foFvillainy ; not born, where*t grows, 

But worn, a bait for ladies. | 

Piſ. Good mi , hear me. | 5 

Ino. True Hôneſt men being heard, like falfe Eneas, 
Were, in his time, thought falſe: and Sinon's weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy tear; took pity 
From moſt true wretchedneſs: So, thou, Poſthumus, 
- Wilt lay the leaves on all proper men; 

- Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 
From thy great fail.---Come, fellow, be thou honeſt : 
Do thou thy maſter's bidding: When thou ſee'ſt him, 


* 
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A little witneſs my obedience: Look ! 
I draw the ſword myſelf: take it; and hit 
The innocent manſion of my love, my heart: 
Fear not; tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy maſter is not there; who, was indeed, 
The riches of it: Do his bidding, ſtrike. 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe ; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a coward. - 
Piſ. Hence vile inftrument! 
Thou ſhalt not damn mine hand. 
Imo. Why, I muſt die; ; 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No ſervant of thy maſter's; Againſt ſelf-laughter 
There is a prohibition ſo divine, 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart;— 
Something's afore't :—Soft, ſoft ; we'll no defence; 
Obedient as the ſcabbard. What is here? 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to hereſy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith! you ſhall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my heart! Thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'd 
Do feel the treaſon ſharply,. yet the traitor 
Stands in worſe caſe of woe. 
And thou, Poſthumus, that diddeſt ſet up 
My diſobedience *gainſt the king my father, 
And mad'ſt mie put into contempt the ſuits 
Of princely fellows, ſhalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common paſſage, but 
A ſtrain of rareneſs : and I grieve myſelf, - 
To think, w hen thou ſhalt Te diſedg'd by her 
That now thou tir'ſt on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me.—Pr'ythee, diſpatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife? 
Thou art too flow to do thy maſter's bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Pi: O gracious lady® 46 
Since I receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, 
I have not ſlept one Wink. | 
Imo. Dot, and to bed then. 


— 
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Piſ I'll wake mine eye-balls blind firſt. 
Imo. 'W herefore then 
Did'ſt undertake it* Why haſt thogabus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 
Mine action, and thine own? our horſes labour ? 
The time 5 thee? the perturb'd court, 
: or my being abſent, whereunto I never 
Mx return? Why haſt thou gone ſo far, 
e unbent, when thou haſt ta en thy Rand, 
The elected deer before thee ? 
Pi/. But to win time | 
To loſe fo bad employment: in 4 which 
I have conſidered of a courſe; Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. | 
Ius. Talk thy tongue weary ; ſpeak : 

J have heard, I am a ſtrumpet; and mine ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But ſpeak. 

Piſ. Then, madam, 
I thought you would not back W 

Imo. Moſt like; 3 
, No me here to kill me. 

t ſo, neither: | 

But 1 I were as wiſe as honeſt, then | 
My purpoſe would prove well. It cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus'd: 
Some villain, ay, and fingular 1 in his art, 
Hath done you both this curſed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

5 if. No, on my life. 
I'll give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſign of it; for *tis commanded 
I ſhould do fo. You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Ino. Why, good fellow, 
What ſhall I do E while? Where bide? How live 
Or in my life what comfort, when am 
Dead to my huſband? , 

Piſ. If you'll back to the court, — 

Ino. No court, no father; not no more ado 
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With that harſh, noble, fimple, nothing; 
That Cloten, - whoſe love-ſurt hath been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. * 
Piſ. If not at court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 

Imo. Where then? | 
- Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines? Day, vight, 
Are they not but in Britain? I' the world's volume 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; 

In a great pool, a ſwan's neſt: Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Piiſ. I am moſt glad 
You think of other place. The ambaſſador, i 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven | 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but difguiſe 
That, which, to appear itſelf, muſt not yet be, 

But by ſelf- danger; you fhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, haply, near 
The reſidence of Poſthumus; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for ſuch means | 
Though peril to my modeſty, not death on't, 

I would adventure. 

Piſ. Well, then, here's the point: N 
You muſt forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceneſs, 

The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, | 
Voman its pretty ſelf) into a waggiſh courage: 
Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, faucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your cheek, 
"Expoſing it, (but, O, the harder heart! | 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch * 
Of common-kifling Titan; and forget 
Your labourſome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made gt Juno angry. . | 


En 
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Ino. Nay, be brief: 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already, * 

Pi. Firſt, make yourſels but like one. 
Fore-thinkin this, I have already fit, 

(*'Tis in my c Hooks bag) doublet, hat, hoſe, all- 
Tha anſwer to them: Would you in their ſerving 
| And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, fore noble Lucius 


| * Preſent yourſelf, deſire his ſervice, tell him 
Wherein . are happy, (which you'll make him 
now, 


Hh. If that his head have ear in muſic) doubtleſs, 
| With joy. he will embrace you ; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad, 
You have me, rich; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 
Ino. Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away: : 
There's more to be conſider' d; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us: This attempt 
I am ſoldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee, | 
;i/. Well, madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewell; 
Left, being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble nn 
Here is a box; | had it from the queen; 
What's in 't is precious: if you are ſick at ſea 
Or ſtomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this * 
Will drive away diſtemper. To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your manhood: :—May hogs 
Direct you to the beſt! 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. [Exeunt. 


„„ 35 148 hs 5 
| The Palace of Cymbeline. F 
Enter C Iymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Luciug, and Lords, 


Im. Thus far; and fo farewell hots 992, 
Luc. Thanks, royal fir. 


My emperor hath wrote: 1 wan row hence; 
3 


er 
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And am ri ight ſorry, that I muſt pet ye 
My maſter's enemy. 
Cym. Our ſubjects, fir, 
Will not endure his yoke; and for ourſelf 
To ſhew leſs ſovereignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear unk ing-like. 

Luc. So, fir, I deſire of you | 
A conduct over land, to Milford - Haven. 
Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you! 

Gm. My lords, you are appointed for that office; 
The Fx of honour in no point omit ;— 

So farewell, noble Lucius. | 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clot. Receive it friendly: but on this time forth. 
I wear it as your enemy. | 

Luc. Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner: F ard you well. 

Cym. Leaye not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 
Til he have croſt the Severn. ——Happaneſs ! | 

[ Exeunt Lucius, Ec. 

Auen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given him cauſe. _— 

Clot. Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wiſhes init. 

m. Lucius hath wrote already to the por 
8 it goes here. It ſits us therefore, ripely, 
har: ots and our horſemen be in readineſs : + 
pow ers that he already hath in Gallia | 
11 ſoon be drawn to head, from whenes he moves 
is war for Britain. 

Queen, Tis not ſleepy buſineſs ; ; 

t muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

/ Cym. Our expeRation that it ſnould be thus, 

ath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 

Where is our daughter? She hath not appear'd 

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 

The duty of the day : She looks us like 

A thing more of malice than of duty ; 

We have noted if—Call her before us; for 

* * An to light in ſufferance. Law a Servant. 
0 I 
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Queen. Royal fir, ä 
Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir? 
Hath her life been! the cure whereof, my lord, 
Tis time muſt do. *Beſeech your majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her : She's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes death to her. | | 
Re-enter the Servant. 
Cym. Where 1s ſhe, fir? how 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Ser. Pleaſe you, fir, 
- Herchambers are all lock'd; and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to the loud of noiſe we make. 
Queen. My lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray*d me to excuſe her keeping cloſe ; 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer : this 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 
Syn. Her doors lock d? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which ] fear, 
Prove falſe. | [ Exit. 
Queen. Son, I ſay, follow the king. 
Clot. That man of hers, Piſanio her old ſervant, 
I have not ſeen theſe two days. [ Exit. 
Queen. Go, look after, — | 3 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſthumus ! 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply, deſpair hath ſeiz d her: 
Or, wing' d with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her deſir'd Poſthumus : Gone ſhe is 
To death, or to diſhonour and my end 
Can make good uſe of either : She being down, 
I have tie placing of the Britiſh crown. 
Re-enter Cloten. 
How now, my ſon ? @- 
Ch. Tis certain, ſhe is fled : 


be 


42 I. CYMBELINE,- 303 


Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages, none 
Dare come about him, 

Queen. All the better: May 
This night foreſtal him of the coming day! 

[Exit Queen, 

Clet. 1 love, and hate her: for ſhE's fair and royal x 
And that ſhe hath all courtly parts mote exquiſite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe, of all compounded, 
Outſells them all: I love her thereforez: But, 
Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo her judgment, | 
That what's elſe rare, is choak'd ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Piſanio. | 

Shall—Who is here? What! are you packing, ſirrah? 
Come hither: Ah, you precious pandar! Villain 
Where is thy lady? Ina word; or elſe 
Thou art ftraightway with the fiends. 

Piſ. O, good my lord! | 

Clot. Where 1s thy lady ? or, by Jupiter, 
I will not afk again. Cloſe villain, 
I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is the with Poſthumus 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſeneſs cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Piſ. Alas, my lord, ; 
How can ſhe be with him? when was ſhe miſs'd ? 
He is in Rome. 

Clut. Where is ſhe, fir? Come nearer ; 
No further halting : ſatisfy me home, 
What is become of her ? 

Piſ. O, my all-worthy lord? 

Clot. All-worthy villain ! 
Diſcover where thy miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next word, No more of worthy lord 
Speak, or thy filence on the inftant is | 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

P if. Then, fir, 
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Queen. Royal fir, _ 
Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retiv'd | 
Hath her life been! the cure whereof, my lord, 
Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her : She's a lady 
So tender of re dukes, that words are ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes death to her. | 
Re-enter the Servant. 
Cym. Where is ſhe, fir? how © 
Oe! her contempt be anſwer'd ? 4 
Ser. Pleaſe you, fir, * 
Her chambers are all lock'd ; Fore there's no anſwer 
That will be given to the loud. of noiſe, we make. 
Juen. My lord, when laſt 1 went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe ; 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her inſirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer : this 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 
Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which I fear, 


Prove falſe. -. [Exit, 


Queen, Son, 1 ſay, follow the king. 
Clot. That man of hers, Piſanio her old ſervant, 
| have not ſeen theſe two days. | [ Exit. 
22 Go, look after,— N 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand ſt ſo for Poſthumus ! 1 
He hath a drug of mine: 1 pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply, deſpair hath ſeiz d her : 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her deſir'd Poſthumus : Gone ſhe is 
To death, or to diſhonour and my end 
Can make good uſe of either : She being down, op 
1 have the placing of the Britiſh crown. 9 * 
| Ne- enter Cloten. 
How now, my ſon? | * 
| Chet. 'Tis certain, ſheis fled : 
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Go in, and cheer the king; he rages, none 
Dare come about him, 
Queen. All the better: May 
This niglt foreſtal him of the coming day! 
[Exit Queen, 
Clot. 1 love, and hate her: for he's fair and royal 
And that ſhe hath all courtly parts mots exquiſite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe, of all compounded, 
Outſells them all: 1 love her thereforgy, But, 
Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Poſthumus, flanders ſo her judgment, | 
That what's elſe rare, is choak'd ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, | 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 
Enter Piſanio. . 
Shall—Who is here? What! are you packing, ſirrah? 
Come hither: Ah, you precious pandar! Villain 
Where is thy lady? Ina word; or elſe 
Thou art ftraightway with the fiends. 
Piſ. O, good my lord! | 
Clot. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter, 
I will not afk again. Cloſe villain, 
I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus ? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſeneſs cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 
Pi/. Alas, my lord, a 
How can ſhe be with him ? when was ſhe miſs d? 
He is in Rome. 
Clut. Where is ſhe, fir? Come nearer ; 
No further halting : ſatisfy me home, 
What 1s become of her ? 
Piſ. O, my all-worthy lord? 
Clot. All-worthy villain ! 
Diſcover where thy miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next word, No more of worthy lord, — 
Speak, or thy filence on the inſtant 1s | 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 
Piſe Then, fir, * 
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She's far enough 
May prove his 
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This paper is the pikory of my Enowledgy 
Touching her flight 
Clot. Let's lee? t:—1 will purſue b _er 


Even to Auguſtus' throne. 


Pif. Or this,,or periſh. . 
and what he learns by this 2 


„ not her danger. 
Clot. Humh! 
Pu Tann, gon lord, ſhe's dead. O, Imogen, 


[ 4/ede. 
Safe may't thoulwander, ſafe return again! 
Clot. Sirrah, is this letter true? 
Fiſ. Sir, as I think. 
Clot. It is Poſthumus' hand; 1 ATT ---Sirrah, if 


thou wouldſt not be a villain, but do me true ſervice; 


undergo thoſe employments, wherein I ſhould haye 
cauſe to uſe thee, with a ſerious induſtry,---that 1s, 
what villainy ſoe'er I bid thee do, to perform it, 


directly and truly,---I would think theean honeſt man · 


thou ſhould'ſt neither want my means for thy relief, 
nor my voice for thy preferment. 
Pi 2 Well, my good lord. 
Wilt thou ek me? For fince patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtuck to the bare fortune of that 


_ beggar Poſthumus, thou can'ſt not in the courſe of 


ratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou 
| Hu me? 
Pi. Sir, I will, 
. Give me thy hand, here's my purſe. Haſt any 


of * late maſter's yak yen in *  efion? 
ord 472 


Pif. I have, my at my ng, the ſame 
ſuit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 
miſtreſs. 

Clot. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that ſuit 
hither: let it be thy firſt ſervice; go. 

2 1 ſhall, my lord. ? [Exit. 

Clot. Meet hes at Milford-Haven: I forgot to 
aſk him one thing; I'Il remember 't anon:—Even 
there, thou villain Poſthumus, will I kill thee.Iwould 
theſe garments were come. She faid upon a time, (the 


co RC ET 


bitterneſs of it I now belch from my heart) that ſhe 
held the very garment of Poſthumus in more reſpe& 


ven? 
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than my noble and natural perſon, together with the 
adornment of my qualities. With that ſuit upon my 


back, will I raviſh her: Firſt kill him, and in her eyes; 


there ſhall ſhe ſee my valour, which will then be a 
torment to her contempt.. He on the ground, my 
ſpeech of inſultment ended on his dead body, and 
when my luſt hath dined, (which, as I fay, to.vex her, 
I will execute in the clothes that ſhe ſo prais'd) to the 
court I'll knock her back, foot her home again. She 
hath deſpis'd me-rejoicingly, and III be merry in my 
reven ge. 2 7 | 

| Re-enter Piſanio, with the clolbes. 
Be thoſe the garments ?. . 1 

Pi. Av, my noble lor ö 
Cult. How long is't fine Went to Milford Ha- 


Piſ. She can ſcarce, be there yet. 
. Cle. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the 
ſecond thing thatThave commanded thee: the third 


is, that thou wilt hen voluntary mute to my 3 
elf 


Be but duteous, and true pre ferment ſhall tender it 

to thee. My revenge is now at Milford ; would I 

had wings to follow it — Come, and be true.  [Zxir. 
Piſ. Tnou bid'ſt me to my loſs; for, true to thee 

Were to prove falſe,” which I will never ben. 

To him that is moſt true. Lo Milford 


0, S * 
And find not her whom thou purſu'ſt. Nov, „ Mow, 


Vou heavenly bleſſings, on her! This fool's ſpeed 
Be croſt with ſlowneſs; labour be his meed ! [En 
S. CEN Bos VI, 
The Foreſt, and Cave. 
Enter Imogen, in boy's clothes... 
Ino. I fee, a man's life is a tedious one: 
I have tir'd myſelf ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I thould be fick, 


be- 


But that my reſolution helps me.— Milford. 


Such a foe, good heavens'! ie goes into the cave. 
E ater Bern , Guiderius, and Arwviragus. 

Are maſter of the feaſt :»Cadwal, and I © © 

Will lay the cook, und erbaut; tis our match: | 


Poor houſe, that keeps thyſelf! - 


| Whilft what we ave lind be ebck d. 
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When from the mountain top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt Within a ken: O ſove! I think, 
Foundations Ny the wretched: ſuch, I mean, 
Where they ſhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way: Wall poor fo ſ he, 
2 have afMiRions on them; knowing tis | 

3 or trial? Yes: no wonder, 

en rich ones ſcarce tell true: To lapſe in fulneſs 

Is ſorer, than to lie for need; and falſhood | ( 
Is worſe in kings, than beggars. My dear lord! 


Thou art one of tte falſe ones: Now 7 on thee, 
My hunger's 8 ber but even before, I 
At point to ſink for food. But what is this ? 


Here is a path to it: Tis ſome ſavage hold: 


J were be not call ; . call: yet famine, 


Ere clean it o erthr i makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace,” M Wards; hardneſs ever 


Of hardineſs is mother H! who's here? 


If any _—_ that's cavil, ſpeak; if ſavage, 
Take, nd.---Ho!---No anſwer? then III enter. 
Beſt draw my ſword; and if mini my 

But fear the ſword like me, he Pearcely look on't. 


Bel. You, Po ydore, have prov'd beſt wood man, and 


The 1weat of induftry would dry, and dix 
But for the end it works to, Come; our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſavonry; Wearineſs 

Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth - 

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace 7 From : 


Gui. I am thoroughly weary. 

Aru. I am weak with toil, yet firong in ap etite. 

Suid. There is cold meat i the cave; we'll rouze 
on that, 11 


Bel. Stay; come not in: [ Looking in . 
43 


But that it eats our victuals, I ſhould think 


ge, 1 0 " 
2 
4 


\ 
- 
" * 
* * 
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Here were a fairy. | er 

Guid. What's the mite: ar; 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not, 
An earthly pen n!---Behold divineneſs 
No elder than a ; 

| 8 hangs. 


Ino. Good maſters, harm me not: 
| Before ITenter'd here, Icall'd; and thought 
To have beg 'd, or bought, what I have took: good 
hy 4 4 2 
I have ſtolen not 0 nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'd o'er the floor, Here's money for my meat: 
I would have left it on the board, ſo ſoon 
As I had made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 
Guia. Money, youth? 
Arv. All gold and filver rather turn to dirt! 
As *tis no better reckon'd, but of hoſe 
Who worſhip dirty gods. 
Imo. I ſee, you are angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, Ithould 
Have dy'd, had I not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound? 
Imo. To Milford-Haven. 
Bel. What's your name! | 
Ino. Fidele, fir: 1 have a kinſman, who- 
Is bound for Italy; ; he embark' d at Milford;  _ 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent. mo 1 N 
I am 1s 2 — i} 
Bel. breche fair youth, N 
Think us nd Churls; nor meaſure our 81 nds 
By. this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd ! 


Tis almoſt night: you ſhall have better cheer 
4 Ere: "5 depart; and thanks, to ſlay and eat it. 
Were * a — * youth, 
ſhould wag hard. but be Tour room. —in 1 
LM Aro, l e, | 
46 rug ea, Pifourdio as my brother : — 


him welcome. 
105 for you, ag d buy. 
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And ſuch à welcome as I'd give to him, 
After long abſence, ſuch is yours: Moſt welcome! 
Be ſprightly, for you fall n tends. | 
Ino. Mongſt friends 
If brothers ?—" Would it had been foi, that they q 
Had been my father's ſons ! then had my prize 4 
Been leſs ; and ſo more equal ballaſting Neo 
To thee, Poſthumus. 
Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 
Guid. Would, I could free't! 
Arv. Or I; whate'er it be, 
What pain it coſt, what danger! Gods! 
Bel. Hark, boys; | [Phifpering.. 
Imo. Great men, 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them Faying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes 
Could not out- peer theſe twain. Pardon me, gods! 
Fd change my ſe * to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falſe— 
Bel. It ſhall be ſo: 


* 


Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. Baie youth, come in! 


Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting ; when we have ſupp'd, 
We'll mannerly emand thee of thy tory, | 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. | 
Guid. Pray, draw near. 
Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to e 
| leſs welcome: . W 
Imo. Thanks, fir 
Aru I pray, draw near. 


S C EN. E V. 


4 
Rome, Euter tauo Roman Senators, and Pe. 
1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writs 0” * 
That ſince the common men are now in action e * 
»Gainſt the Pannonians and Dalmatians; 3 * oi" 4 
And that the legions now in Gallia ave/-. * . 
Full weak to undertake our wars againſt Fe " 


C 
«Gs 


The fallen-of Britons ; that we d e 
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The gentry to this buſineſs: He creates 
Lucius pro-conſul: and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His abſolute commiſſion. Long live Cæſar 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? ©* 
2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? w 
1 Sen. With thoſe legions 
Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your levy 
. Muſt be ſuppliant: The words of your commiſſion 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their diſpatch. _ | | | 
Zi. We will diſchage our duty. [ Cæeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The Foref near the Cave. 


Enter Cloten. * 

AM near to the place where they ſhould meet, if 

Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit bis gar- 
ments ſerve me! Why ſhould his miſtreſs, who was 
made by him that made the taylor, not be fit too? the 
rather (faving reverence of the word) for, 'tis ſaid, a 
woman's fitneſs comes by fits, Therein I mult play | 
the workman. I dare ſpeak it to myſelf, (for it is 
not vain-glory, for a man and his glaſs to confer; in 
his own chamber, I mean) the lines of my body are 
as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more ſtrong, not 
beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advanta 
of the time, above him in birth, alike converſant in 
general ſervices, and more remarkable in ſingle op- 
poſitions: . yet this imperſeverant thing loves him in 
my deſpight. What mortality is! Poſthumus, thy 
head, Which is now growing upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall 
within this hour be off; thy miſtreſs enforced; thy 
garments cut to pieces before thy face: and all thts 


m . ; — * — 9 
OBE BNET * — 2 


r o _— _— mn 
* - 2 „ 
fm Lind , > _ 
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done, ſpurn her home to her father; who may, haply, 


be a little angry for my ſo rough uſage : but my mo- 


ther, having power of his teſtineſs, ſhall turn all 
into my commendations. My horſe is ty'd up ſafe: 
Out, ſword, and to a ſore purpoſe! Fortune, put 
them into my hand! This is the very deſcription of 
their meeting-place ;: and-the fellow dares not deceive 
ms.- |  [Exit. 


SCENE 11. 


| The Cave. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen. 


Bel. You are not well: remain here in the cave; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here; 
Are we not brothers? | 
Imo. So man and man ſhould be; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whoſe duſt is both alike. I am very ſick. 
Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So ſick I am not; yet I am got well: 
But not ſo citizen a wanton, as 


To ſeem to die, ere ſick: So pteaſe you, leave me; 2 


Stick to your journal courſe: the breach of cuſtom. 
Is breach of all. Iam ill; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me: Society is no comfort 
To one not ſociable: 1 am not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you, truſt me here: 
Pl! rob none but myſelf; and let me die, 
Stealing ſo poorly. | 

Guid. 1 love thee; T have ſpoke it: 
How much the quantity; the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. | 

Bel. What? how? how? 8 

Arv. If it be ſin to ſay fo, fir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault: Lknow not why, 
L love this youth; and L have heard you ſay, 
Love's reafon's without reaſon : the bier at door, 
And a demand who is't ſhall die, I'd fay, 
Ay father, not this youth. 


[To Imogen.- 
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Re). O noble ftrain! 8 
O worthineſs of nature? breed of greatneſs! 
Cowards father cowards, and baſe things fire baſe » 
Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt, and grace, 
I am not their father; yet who this ſhould be, A 
Doth miracle itſelf ! lov'd before me. 
Tis the ninth hour o' the morn. 
Ar. Brother, farewel. 
o. I wiſh you ſport. 

Arv. You health. So pleaſe you, fir. 

Imo. ¶ Afide.] Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, 

what lies I have heard! 

Our courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at court: 
Experience, O, thou diſprov'ſt report! 
The imperious ſeas breed monſters; forthe diſh, 
Poor tributary rivers as ſweet fiſh. | 


Tam fick {till ; heart-ſick :——Piſanio, ö 
III now taſte of thy drug. W 
Guid, I could got ſtir him; Ks 


He ſaid, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Diſhon afflicted, but yet honeſt. | 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me! yet ſaid, hereafter 

might know more. y 


Bel. To the field, to the feld. zh 
We'll leave yqu for this time; go in, and reſt. 2 

Arv. We'llmnot be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not ſick, 
For you muſt he our houſewife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, N PII | Jt 
Iam bound to you. os: [Exit Imogen. 0 

Bel. And ſhalt be ever. * | 
This youth, howe'er diftreſs'd, appears, he hath had ; 
Good anceſtors. 7 

Arv. How angel-like he ſings?! | 


Guid. But his neat cookery ! - 
He cut our roots in characters; 
And ſauc'd our broths, as Juno had been ſick, 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A ſmiling with a ſigh: as if the figh 
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* * 2 36: 

Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile ; 4 
The ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would fly | 
From ſo divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that ſailors rail at. 

Guid. I do note, 
T0 rief and patience, rooted in him both, 

gle their ſpurs together. . 

1 Grow, patience ! WE 
And let the ſtinking elder, grief, 1 untwine * 
His periſhing root, with the increaſing vine 

Bel. It 1s great morning. Come ; tae $ 
mere e ; 4 
Enter Claten. bo 

Clot. I cannot ind thoſe runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock'difiſie :——1 a faint. | 

Bel. Thoſe runagates ! | 
Means he not us —1 partly know him; ?tis * 
Cloten, the ſon o the queen. I fear; ſome ambuſh. 
I ſaw him not theſe many years, 
I know 'tis he: We are held az aw, Hence. 

Guid, He is but one: Vou and m brothe ch 
What companies are ner you, away 
Let me alone with him. 
| [Exeunt Belarine and * 

Clet. Soft! What are you 
That fly me thus? ſome villain donner ? 
I have heard of fuch.---What lave art t 


Guid, A thin 
More ſlaviſh did I ne'e an anſwering 
A ſlave without a "xp 
Clit. Thou fobber, 
A law- breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 
Guid, To who? to * What art thou? Have But 


not ! 
An arm as big as ie ? a heart as big ? Anc 
Thy words, | grant, are bigger? for I wear not Tu 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what * art; * th 
Why 1 ſhould yield to thee? Iwi 
Clot. Thou villain baſe, | You 


EKnow'ſt me not by my clothes ? | | v 
5 n | 


ce 
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cuid. , nor thy taylor, raſcal, 
Who is th — ; he made thoſe clothes, F 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. | 
Clot. Thou precious varlet, 
My taylor made them not. | 
Guid. Hence then, and thank | 
The man that gave them thee, Thou art ſome fool; 
am loath to beatthee. | een 
Clot. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and cremble, 
Guid. What's thy name? 
gt. Cloten, thou villain. 
13 5 id. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy ape, 
vot tremble at it; were it toad, adder; ſpider, 
*Twould move me ſooner. © | 
Clas. To thy further fear, Gr | 
Nay, to thy mere confuſion, thou ſhalt mat 
I am ſon to the queen. 
Guia. Jam ſorry for't; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 
Clet. Art not afeard ? _ 
Guid. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe I fear, t. ie wile: 
_ fobis I laugh, not fear them. 
. Die the death: 
wh I have 5 with my proper hand, 
I'll follow thoſe even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of .Lad*s town ſet your heads: 
Yield, raſtic mountaineer. [Figbt, and excunt, 
I + Enter Belarius, and Atviragus. 
Bel. No company 's abroad. 
Arv. ou in the a: You did miſtake him, 
are, 
Bel. I cannot tell: Long i is it ſince 1 ſaw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his voice, x 
And burſt of ſpeaking, were as his: 0 am abſolute, 
Twas very Cloten. 
Arv. In this place we left them : . 
I wiſh my. brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is ſo fell. 8 4 
Vol, VII. Cc | 


J. 


ve 
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Bel. Being ſcaros made up, 9 
4 mean, to man, he had not a pech M,. 
Of roaring terrors : For the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cauſe of fear. But ſee,” thy brother. 
Re-enter Guiderius, awith Cloten's head, 
Guid. This Cloten was a fool; an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't: not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains; for he had none : 
Yet Inotdoing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. | 
Bel. What haſt thou done? | wy 
Guid. I am perfect, what: edtvrr one Cloten's 168 
Son to the queen, after his own report: = 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and ſwore,” 4 * 
With his own fin * hand he'd take us in, 
Diſplace our heads, where thank the ng they grow, 
And ſet them on Lud's town. 
Bel. We are all undone, © 
Guid, Why, worthy» father, What haves" we to Joſe, 
But, that he ſwore to take, our lives ? The law / 
Protects not us; Then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let al arrogant piece of fleſh threat us? 5 
Play judge, and executioner, all himſelf? * 
For we do fear the law? What con ww ' 
Diſcover you abroad ? * * 
Bel. No ſingle ſoul!l! 
Can we ſet eye on, but, in all ſafe reaſon, 22, 
He muſt have ſome attendants. e honour 
Was nothing but mũtation; ay, and | 
From one bad thing to worle ; not. frenzy, 
Abſolute madneſs could ſo fur have rav'd, * 
To bring him here alone: Although, — 
It may be heard at eourt, that ſuch as ve P 
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time Pe 
May make ſome ftronger head; the which he hearing, WW Ar 
red it 15 like him) might break out, and [wear | | 
e'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable © T 
To come alohe, cither he ſo un ertaking 2 1 In 
Or they ſo ſuffering: then on good ground we fear; ; 
If we do fear this body hath a tail | 


ng, 


CYMBELINE, 415 


e [this che head. TO 7p 
Ar v. Let ordinance "Iu 
Come as the gods foreſay i it: howſoe' er, 
My brother hath done well. | 


Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele s ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. Pe 
Guid. With his own ſword, I We wa, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I have ta'eu 
His head from him: I'll throw it into the creek 
ehind gur rock ; let it to the ſea, 
"A tell the fiſhes, he's the queen's fon, Cloten : 


1 > 


That's all I reck. Fa rie, 


Bel. I fear, twill be reveng'd: | 
Would, Polydore, thou had'ſt not _ though 
 valour _ 
Becomes thee well Hugh. 
Arv. Would I had done't, 
So the revenge alone purſu'd me !—Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much, 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed: I would, revenges, 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us 
through, 
And put us to our anſwer. 
Bel. Well, 'tis done: 
We'll hunt no more 8 nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no proſit. of 'ythee, to our rock; 
You and Fidele play the cooks: I'll ſtay 
Till hafty Polydore return, and bring open 
Ty _—_— preſently. _ | 
Poor ſick Fidele! 
*y willin gly to him : To gain his colour, 


7 1 a pariſh of ſuch Cloten's blood, 


myſelf for charity. | [Extf. 
— O thou goddeſs, 3 
Thou divine nature, how thyſelf thou blazon'fſt 
In theſe two princely boys! They are as gentle 
If zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
ot wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood-enchaf*d, as the rudeſt wind, 
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That by the top doth take the mound p 
And make him ſtoop ti the vale is 9 — 
That an inviſible inſtin ſhould frame them | 
To royalty unlearn'd; boneur untaught ; 
Civility not ſeen from other; valour, 
That wildly grows in tnem, but yields a rob: 
As if it had been ſow'd ! Yet ſtill it's ſtrange, 
What Cloten's being here to us portends ; 
Or what his death will bring us. 
Re-enter Guiderius. 
Guid. Where's my brother? 13% 
I have ſent Cloten's clot-pole down the fiream, # 
Inembaſly to his mother ; his ROOF 8 hofta rh * 
For his return. olemn — 2 
Hel. My ingenious inſtrument! | 
Hark, Polydore, it ſounds! But what occaſion ; 4 
Hath Cadwal now to give it N Hark! J 
Gnid. Is heat home? \ 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Guid. What does he mean? ſince death of my deareſt | 
mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things | 
Should anſwer ſolenin accidents, The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief fer boys. | 


Is Cadwall mad? 


Re-enter Arviragus, with Imogen as dead, bearing her | 
in his arms, © | 
Pel. Look, here he comes, a 
And brings the dire occaſion in his arms, | 
Of what we blame him for! | 
Av. The- hid is d. 3151 
That we have made ſo much on. I had raths J 
Have fkipp'd from ſixteen years of age to = : | 
And turn'd. my leaping time into a eruteh, 5 
Than have ſeen this. | 
Guid. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt bly? 2 | 
My brother wears thee not the one half fo Hell, 125 «ah 
As when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. ; 1F! 
Hel. O, melancholy ! 
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yet cqulc ſound thy bottom! find 
what coaſt thy ſluggiſh crare 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in Thou bleſſed thin 
ove knows what man thou might'ſ have N i | 
hou dy'dſt, a moſt rare boy, of 9 — 
How found you him? 
Arwv, Stark, as you ſee; 

Thus ſmiling, as ſome fly had tickled flamber, © 
Not as death's dart, being JE at: his right cheek. 
Repoſing on a cuſhion, 

uid, Where? 
- 4rv, O! the floor; 

arms thus leagu'd: I thought, he ſlept ; and put 

louted brogues from off my-feet, whoſe rudeneſs 
er'd.my. ſteps too loud. | 

Faid. Why, he but {leeps : : 

he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
ith female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Aru. With faireſt flowers, 

Whilſt ſummer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 

Ill ſweeten thy ſad grave: thou ſhalt not lack - - 

The flower, that's like thy face, pale primroſe ; nor 

The azur'd hate-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 

The leaf of e glantine, whom not to ſlander, 

@ut-ivectened? not thy breath: the ruddock would, 

With charitable bill (O bill, ſore-ſhaming 1 

Thoſe rich- leſt heirs, that let their fathers lie | 


Without a monument!) bring thee all this; “ a f 

Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, u hen F. 2 are none, 

To winter. ground thy corſe. ; 1 
Guid.. Pr'ythee, have done; 5 ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 0 


Which is ſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 

And not protract with — What 

Is now due debt---To the | | q! 
Arv. Say, where ſhall' 10h he: WO 
Guid. By good Euriphele, our pM | 1 
Ar v. Be'tſo; 

And let us, polydore, though no our voice 
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Have got the manniſh crack, ſing h und, 
As once our mather ; uſe like note, ane > 
Save that Euriphele muſt be Fidele. 
Guid. Cadwal, 


1 cannot ſing : I'll weep, and word it with thee: 
For notes o RET: out of tune are moese n 
Than prieſts and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We'll ſpeak i it then. 


* 
- Bel. Great griefs, I ſee, medicine theleſs; for Cloten 


As! uite N. ot. He was a queen's ſon, boys; 
he came our enemy, remember, 


He was "_ for that: Though meanand mighty, rowng 


Together, have one duſt; yet reverence 


55 angel of the world) doth make diflin&ion - 
. 


lace *twixt high and low, Our foe was prin 
though you took his life, as being our oe, TEN. 
Yet bury Fm as a prince, 

Guid. Pray, fetch him hither. | 
Therſites' body is as good as Ajax, > 
When neither are alive. | | 

Arv. If you'll go fetch . 

We'll ſay our ſong the whild 4.— Brother, e 


DExit Belarins.. 
Guid. Nay Cadwal, ve muſt lay head to the 
My father hath a reaſon LSE 


2 Come on a che nd remove i 
Aru. 2 2 77 9 1 
* S ON G. 


. Guid. Fear no more the beat o' the ſun, 

Mon the furious wintfi's rages 5 
"Thou thy ori taſt haft done, 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages > + 

Both golden lads aud girls all nis 

Ai chinney- fiueepers, Ame to duft. 

Arv. Fear no more the Srowns the great, 
Dou art paſt the tyram''s frroke ; 

care u more toicl:ath, andeat 5. Vi 


> fe ky» wr 


drunk 

bee R e 
; The ſce ear ing. pbyſic, muſt 
8 eie 
Guid. Fear no morgitbe lightning flaſh, 
Arv. Nor the all dreaded Sand. ne 


Guid. Ghoft unlaid forbear tee! 

, Arv. Nothing ill come near thee l 
Boch. Quiet conſummation have # £ 
And renowned be thy grave * 


Rerenter Belarins, with the body of Chem. - 


Guid. vo have done our obſequies: Came, lay hin 
o u. | 
Bel. Here's a few flowers ig Wale be. 
The herbs, that have on them ee eo che night, 
Are ſtre wings fitt'ſt for graves. pen their faces ;— 1 
| You gere as flowers, now Wini even ſo | 
Theſe herb'lets ſhall, Mh Se on you ſtrow.— 
Come on, away! apart up Ang 
The ground, that gave them firſt, has them : again: 
Their pleaſure my is paſt, ſo is their pain. . 


mogen, awwaking 
Ino. Ves, fir, to 0 iiford Haben; guid is the 
u. By yon buſh — Pray, how far hither Þ | 


Guid. Fear nor landen, cenſure raſh ; * 1 | 

Arv. Thou ba finiſh'd joy and moan : 43 4 

ö Both. All lowers young, all lowers muſt | * * 
Confign to thee, and come to duſt. i * ö N 

Guid. No exorcifer harm thee!” 'n 

Arv. Nor no witeh-craft. charm thee ot * ii 
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F thank ' 
Ods pittikingg cas it be ſix miles yet?--- f 
I have I, --- Faith, I'Irlie down and lleep, | f 
But, ſoft! nd fellow: —0, gods and goddeiles! [ 
Seeing the bode . } 
Theſe Werk! are like the pteaſures of the world 


This bloody man, the care on't. Wis hope, 1 dreamy *, J | 
For, fo, I thought! naſa ve kee | "1 
And cook to honeſt crea : But . not ſo; 


Twas but a bolt of wg, ſhot at nothing, 


% 
9 4 


Vet left i in heaven as ſmall a 


* - : 
* 5 0 - n 
R 1 2 1 
. - 
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Which the brain makes of fumes. 
Are ſometimes like our —— 
I tremble ſtill with fear: Nut if there 
droꝑ of pit 

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a 2 it! | 
The dream's here ſtill: even when. Lwake, it is. 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 


A headleſs.man!--- The garments of oſthumus! 


I know the ſhape of his leg; this is = hand; 
His foot Mercurial; his Martial thig 
The brawns of Hercules: but his J face 
Murder in heaven n one.---Piſanioz. 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the 6 reeks, 
any mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 

ir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 

ary cut off my lord---To write, and read, 

— — 2 treacherous !---Damn'd Piſani 
Hath with his forged letters,---damn'd Piſani0---- 
From this mo braveſt veſſel of the world. n 
Btruck the main*t6 . Poſthumus! alas, 
Where is head? Where's that? Ay, me! where's 

2 that? © 
Piſanio might hay Aud Mee at the heartz : 
And left thy hen A ie could this be? PMnio?- 
"Tis he, and Clotent: malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe nere. O, tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The drug he gave me, which, he ſaid, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not fAnd it 
Murd' roũs to the ſenſes? That confirms it home: 
This is Pid: F 1 and Cloten's: 
Give colour e cheek with thy Mod, 


That we the 22 er may ſeem to thoſ 
Which chance to find us: O, bach lord! 
4. Lucius, Captains, 2 and wthfayer- 


To them, the legions garriſon'd in Gillia,, 


atk your will, have croſz'd the ſea; attending 


You here at Milford- kate with you? ſhips: 
They are in readineſs. K | 
Luc. But what from R 
Cape. The ſenate hath ira [up the confiners,y 


* 


0 ; * 


8 


* 


What have you d 
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And un moſt willing ſpirits, 
That promiſs noble ſervice; and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachino. | 
Syenna's brother. | 
Luc. When expect you them? | E 
Cap. With the next benefit o- the wind: 
Luc. This forwardnefs : 
Makes our hopes fair Command, our preſent numbers 


Be mufter'd ; bid 285 captains look to' t. Now, fir, 


, of late, of this war's p ſe? 
gods ſhew'd me a viſion: 
en — 


Serb. Laſt nig ht 


oe 


. to the Roman bo. 

Luc. Dream often ſo, 
And never falſe.— Soft, ho! a I is hers, 1 
Without his top? The ruin ſpeakt, that ſometime 


It Wäas a worthy building — Howl. a pa a f 


Or, dead, or ſleeping on him? But d nther: 
For nature doth abhor to make his beet 
With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead 
Let's ſee the boy's face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. | 

Luc, He'll then infirud us of this bady,—Youngone, 
Inform us of thy;fartunes:; for, it ſeems! ' 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this, 
Thou mak'| thy bloody pillowWor who as he, 
or otherwiſe than noble nature did, E' 
rg ng that good picture? What's thy intereſt 

ſad Wreck ? HOY, coma e Who ia it? | 

wa art thou? | | 

Imo. I am nothing: or ang 2 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maſters 
A very valiant Briton, | 1 
That here by mountaineeſs lies ſlain: —Atas! 1 
There are no more ſuch alen L may wander 
From 1 Nene out for ee 
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1 | 
Try many, all good, ſerve truly, never 9 
Find ſuch another maſter. DEE * 
Luc. Lack, good youth! 

Thou mov'ſt no leſs Lich thy We than 
Thy maſter in bleeding Say his name, good friend. 
Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lye, and do - 
No harm by it, though the Set hear, I . rr 

They'll pardon it. Say come ſir ? 
Luc. Thy name ? ny 
Ins. Fidele, fir. '' . N * 
N Thou doſt approve ws the very fames. 

name well fits t by fich; thy faith, thy nad 
= take thy chance with me! 1 will not — 

Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſteridy, but 

No lefs belov'd. The Roman emper — 

Sent by a conſul to me, ſhould not — i 

Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. I'll follow, fir. But, firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, 

I'll hide my maſter from the flies, og 

As theſe poor pic lxaxes can dig: and heh 


- 


With wood-leaves and weeds IL have 02; 2p his | 


39 rave, 12 
And on e „ oo 
Such as Loan, twice o'er, Pl weep, and gh . 
And, leaving ſo his ſervice, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. — 
Luc. Ay, good youth; 40 
And rather ' ther. thee, than maſtenthes..- — | 
The boy tach 5 mainly e x Be th» 
The bis 9. 
Find out the prettieſt daizy'd fon we can, 
And make him with our pikes and partizans 
A grave: Come, arm him.— Boy, Te is pen 
By thee to us; and he ſhall be interr'd, 
As ſoldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe wine oye: 
Some falls are means the bappier to ariſe. — 


e Wm 
;  Gymbeline's Palace. © 
Tauer Cymbeline, Lords, aut Piſani... 
cn. Agiin; and bring me word, how tis with bs 


. 


* wol lip you for a ſeaſon; OY | 7 


A fever the abſence of her ſon; 4 | 
A madnels, on her life's in . 
ow deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 

The grea 2 of my comfort, gone: 1 ed 5 
* n and in a time i 
When fearful wars point at me: her ſon gone, 

So needful for this preſent: It ſtrikes me, paſt 

The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 


Who needs muſt know of her departure, and 


Doſt ſeem fo i ignorant, we'll enforce i it n nee 
By a ſharp torture. 
Sir, my life is yours, 


1 humbly ſet it at your will: But, + for my miſtreſs, | 


I nothing know where ſhe remains, why gote, 

Nor when ſhe purpoſes return, Beſeech your highneſs 

Hold me your loyal ſervant. 

Lord. Good my liege, 

The day that ſhe. was miſſing, he was here: 

I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 

All parts of his ſubjection loyally. For Clot! 

There wants no diligence in (ccking be 

ns will, no doubt, be found. - 
The time troubleſome; - "ID 


Does yet depend. 
Lord. So pleaſe your majeſty, | 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt; with a ſupply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the ſenateſent. , 
Cym. Now. for ſel of my ſon, and queen !—» 
I am amaz'd with matter. 4 & 
Lord. Good my hege, - 
Your preparation can affront no leſs 


Than _ 2 hear of; come more, for more you re 


The ve is, 4 to put theſe powers in motion, 


"_ long to move. 
2 you: Let's withdraw: 
a meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 


What can from. Italy arinoy us; but 


am 


— 
— 
"WS. A — 


Oo 


On — I Woo 4 onſu + 4d * ns 
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We grieve at chances here.—Away. _ 1 [Exeunt, 
Pu. I heard no letter from my , | 
I wrote him, Imogen was ſlain: Tis ſtrange: - © 


Nor hear b from my miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often tidings: Neither know 1 


What is. betid to Cloten; but remain | 

Perplex'd 1 in all. The heavens ſtill muſt Ay 3 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt; not true, to be true, 
Theſe preſent Wars ſhall find 1 love. my country, 
Even to the note o! the king, or P11 fall in them. 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd: _ 

F ortune DEE in ene te that are not ſteer'd. 


(F2 ©23. ©.5IT8 1 42 ee 
. s C E N E ay 17 
oo Before the Cave. - 75 
Enter „ Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus * 


Guid. The eee 6. 


Bel. Let us from it. 
4 _ eaſure, fir, find wein lie, to lock i 10 


From adventure? 
Guid. N what hope . Ru . 
Have we jp hiding us? this way Wee 1 
Muſt gar Britons ſlay us: or receive us * 


For bay rous and unnatural revolts - 
During their uſe, and ſlay us after. 
Bel. Sons, ba 
We'll higher to the mountains: there ſecure us. ; 
To the king's party there's no going: 'newneſs  - 
Of Cloten's death (we being nagnown, nor muſter” d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd; and ſo extort from us that 
Which we have done, whoſe anſwer Abr be -+ par 
Drawn on with torture. | 
Guid. This is, fir, a doubt, 
In ſuch a time, nothing een | 
Nor ſatisfying us. 291404 
Arv. It is not likely,” Hd, 124% 1 | | 
That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, a 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their ges 
I | 
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And ears ſocloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 


2 my remembrance. And, beſides, the king 


ts ceaſe to be. Pray, fir, to the army: 
ay brother are not known; yourſelf, 
So ont of thought, and thereto ſo o er-grown, 
Cannot be queſtion d. 4 | 
Arv. By this ſun that ſhines, © ? 
T'll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man die? ſcarce ever look*'d on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſon 
Never beſtrid a horſe, ſave one, that had 
A rider like myfelf, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel? I am afham'd 
To look upon the holy fun, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt means, remaining 
So long a poor unknown, 3 
Guid. By heavens, I'll go: 7 
If you will bleſs me, fir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans! 5 
Arv. So ſay I; Amen. | 4 
Bel. No reaſon I, ſince of youg fives you ſet 
So light a valuation, ſhould reſerve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys: 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads; and there I'll lie: 
Vol. Vit. | Dd TI 


2 
* 


- 
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Lead, lead The time ſeems long; their blood thinks 
ſcorn, | Aſide. 
Till it fly out, and ſhew. them princes born. [ Exeurt. 


"RO ; — — — 2 
ACT Y. SCENE I. 


A Field, between the Britiſh and Roman Camps. 
Enter Pofthumus, auith @ bloody Handkerchief. 
Poſe. E A, bloody cloth, I'II keep thee i for * 

; wiſh d Pn, RS, £ 4 

Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You married Spes, 

If each of you would take this courſe, how i 
2 


Muſt murder wives much better than themſely 

For wrying but a little !—-O, Piſanio ee 

Every good ſervant does not all commands; 

No bond, but to do juſt ones —Gods! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on this: ſo had you.ſav 

The noble Imogen to repent; and fipack | 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But alack, 
You ſnatch ſome hence for little faults ; that's love, 
To have them fall no mare; you ſome permit 

To ſecond ills with ills, each elder worſe; 

And make them dread it, to the doer's thrift. 

But Imogen is your own: Do your beſt wills, 

And make me bleſt to.obey!—I am brought hither - 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight : 

Againſt my lady's kingdom: Tis enough _ 

That, Britain, I have kill'd thy miſtreſs ; peace! 
Fl give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpoſe: I'll diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As does @ Briton peaſant: ſo I'II fight 

Againſt the part I come with; ſo I Il die 

For thce, O Imogen, even for whom my life 


Is, every breath, a death; and thus, unknown 
| 1 
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Pity'd nor hated, to the face of peril 

Mvſelf I'll dedicate: Let me make men know 

More valour in me than my habits ſhow. 

Gods, put the ſtrength o“ the Leonati in me 

To ſhame the — o* the world, I will begin ; 
The faſhion, leſs without, and more within. [Exit. 


| BY 29% 4 £4 4 I. | 
9 2 or. and the Roman Army at one door ; 


2 at another ; Leonatus Poſthumus 
2 ke a — Soldier. They march over, and 


h enter again in ſkirmiſh lachimo and Peſt- 
: he vanguiſbetb and di mo lachims, and 
then bums: bo bim. 


Jach. The heavinefs, and gelle, within my boſons 
Takes off my manhood: I have bely'd alady , 
The' Proven of this country, and the air on't 
Revengingl Ao 'enfeebles-me : Or could this carle, 
A very dru of nature's, have ſubdu'd me, 
In my profeſiion? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As1 wear mine; ate titles but of ſcorn. 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as be extecds our lords; thepdds 
Is, that we ſcarceare men, and you are pods. Exit. 
The baitle continues 5 tht Britons fy 3 70 In eline is taken: 
then enter ii his 1 , Belarius, Guiderius, and Ar- 
Vitagus.- 
Bel. Stand, tuad ebase he advantage of the ground; 
The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, bot” 
The villainy of our fears. 
Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand! and fight! 
Enter Pailam , and ſeconds the Britons. They reſtue 
Eymbeline, and Exeunt. 
Then Euler Lucius, lachimo, and Is 
| Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thyſelf; 
For friends kill friends, and the diſorder' $ wel 
As war were hood-wink'd. * 
lack; Tis their freſh ſupplies. . 
Luc. It is a day turn'd * Or betimes 
e reinforce, or fly. [Excuse 


9 -——_—_ —— 
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SCENE NL 
Another Part of the Field. 
Enter Poſthumus, and a Britiſh Lord. 


Lord. Cam'ft thou from where they made the ſtand ? 

Poft. I did. N 9 n 04 
Though you, it ſeems, come from the fliers. 
Tord. I did. 8 | 
Pe. No blame be to you, fir; for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought : The king hi Ke 
Of his wings deſtitute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons ſeen, all flying 
Through a ſtrait lane; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with ſlaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Merely through fear; that the ſtrait paſs was damm' d 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame. | 

Lord. Where was this lane ? | 1 

Poſt. Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with turf; 
Which gave a to an ancient ſoldier, — | 
An honeſt one, I warrant ; who deſerv'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for his country;—athwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings (lads more like to run 
The country baſe, than to commit ſach ſlaughter; 
With faces fit for maſks, or rather Mirer 
Than thoſe for preſervation cas d, or ſhame), 
Made good the paſſage: cry'd to thole that fled 
Our Britons harts die fiying, not our men- 
Zo darkneſs fleet, ſouls that fly backwards ! Stand e 
Or we are Romans, and will give you Wat 
Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly ; and may ſave, 
But to lock back ana frown : ſtand, fland. Theſefthree, 
Three thouſand confident; in act as many, 
(For three performers are the file, when al! 
The reſt do nothing) with this word, fand, fand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 
With their own nobleneſs, (which could have turn's 
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A diſtaff to a lance) gilded pale looks, 
Part, name, part ſpirit renew dz that ſome, turn'd coward 
But by example (O, a fin in war, 
Damn'd in the firſt beginners !)— gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the Ne o' the hunters. Then began 
A ſtop ĩꝰ t e chaſer, a retire; anon, 
A rout, confuſion thick: Forthwith, they * 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles; ſlaves, 
The ftrides they victors made: And now our cowards, 
(Like fragments! in hard voyages, became 
The life o en ) having found the back - door open 
Of the ungua hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 
Some, "A before; ſome dying; ſome, their friends 
O'erborne i' the former wave; ten, chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the llaughter-man of twenty: 
Thoſe, that would die or ere reſiſt, are 2 
The mortal bugs o' the ſield-. 
Lord. This was ſtrange chance: 
A narrow lane! an old man, and wo boys! 
Poſt. Nay, do not wonder at it: You are made 
Rather to wonderat the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhime upon t, 
And vent it for a mockery Here is one: 
Two boys, an old man twice @ boy, a lane, 
Prefer- Britons, was the Roman, bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, fir. 
Pot Lack, to what end? 
Who dare not ſtand his- foe, In be his friend ; 
For if hell do as he is made to do, 
I know he'll quickly fly my 985.5 too. 
You have put me into hyme. 
— Fare wel; you are angry. [ Extt. 
„Still going? This is ard : O noble miſery! 
To ei i“ the field, 905 aſk, what news, of me 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
Io have ſav'd their carcaſes? took heel to do't, , 
And yet died too? I, in mineown woegharm'd, 
Could not find Neath, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, Where * * an ugly monder, 


* 
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'Tis ſtrange, he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 

That draw his knives? the war.—Well, I will find him: 
For, being now a favourer to the bee 2IF 

No more a Briton, I have reſum!d bh 

The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 5 

But yield me to the verieſt hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder. ' Great the laughter i 18 
Here made by the Roman; great the anſwer be 
Britons muſt take + For me, my ranſom's a 

On either ſide I come to ſpend my breath; 

Which neither here I'll keep, nor ain, 

But end it by ſome means for 1 
| Enter two Britiſo Captains, and x IO 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais d! Lucius is taken: 
"Tis thought, the old man and his ſons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, ee mm 
That gave the affront with them 

2 Cap. So tis reported; | 
But none of them can be Sound,—Stand} Who's there? 

P oft. A Roman; f 
Who had not now been drooping here, ifſeconds, 
Had anſwer'd him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him: A dog! 
A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 
What crow have peck' d them here: He br 
As if he were of nate; bring him to the & 
Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Aru n » Piſa- 

nio, and Roman Captives, The Captains preſent Poſt 

bumus to Cymbeline, whe delivers bim over 10 a Sealer 

after which, all go out. N b 


SCENE” V. 
4 Priſon, 
Enter Pofthumus, and two Gaolers. | 
1840. You bnvhhat's naw bs. ſtolen, yoahavelacks 


npon ou 137 . 
| 30 graze, as you find p 
2 Gaal. Ay, or or a ſlemach. Tran Gaokers. 


Faſt Mak Sno bondage! for thou art a way» 


* 


s ſervice 


— 
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I think, to liberty: Vet am I better! 
Than one that's ſick o' the gout; fince he had rather 
ſo in perpetuity, than be cur'd N 
By the ſure phyſician, death; who is the key 
To unbar theſe locks. My conſcience; thou art fetter'd 
More than my ſhanks, and wriſts: You good gods, 
give me, | * £2 NH 
The penitent, inſtrument, to pick that bolt, 
Then, free for ever! Is't, enough, Iam ſorry Þ 
So children N fathers, do appeaſe; 
Gods are more full of mercy.. Muſt I repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gy ves, 
Deſir'd, more than conſtrain d: to ſätisfy, 1 
If of my freedom. tis the main part, take 15 
No ſtricter render of me, than my all. 
I know you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not — 1 54 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine; and N ibs | 
*Tis not ſo dear, yet tis a life; youcoin'd it? 
*Tween. man and man, they'weigh not every ſtamp; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake; _ 
You rather mine, being yours; And ſo great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel theſe cold. bonds, O Imogen 
I'll ſpeak to thee in ſilencde. _ [He ſleeps. 
Solemn Mufic. Enter, as in an apparition, Sicilius Leo- 
natus, father to Poſthumus, an old man, attired like 
a warrior leading in bis hand an 1 Js his 
wife, and mother to Poſthumus, wi be 
7: Then after other muſic, follow the two _— 
Leonati, brothers to Pofthumus, awith wounds as they 
2 the-wars. They cirele Peſibumus round, as he 
. es epin g. »* | | 
5 Sici, No more, thou thunder-maſter, ſhew. 
| Thy ſpite on mortal flies? 
Wich Mars fall out, with Juno chide, 
That thy adulteries 
1 Rates, and revenges. 


” 


'Th 
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Hath my poor boy done ought but well, e 
MWhoſe face I never faw ? re of 
I dy'd, whilſt in the womb he ſtay d, 2 | 
Attending Nature's law, 
Whoſe father then (as men rt 2 
Thou orphan's father art | | 
Thou ſhould'ſ have been, and ſhielded him 
From this earth-vexing ſmart. 
Motb. Eue ina lent not me her aid, 
| But took 'me in my throes ; #754 
That from me was Poſthumus ript, 
= Came cryin N_— his Wer 
= d Arg. of pi 4 5810 
| ici. Great 9 like his analy): 
|| Moulded the ſtuff fo — — 
4 That he deſerved the praiſe o' the world, 
| As great Sicihus* heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was hne | 
tene ſtand up his parallel; | | 
fruitfotobje& he! 4 54s. 
In eye of Imogen, that beſt'' 
Could deem his dignity? * 
© Meth. With marriage wherefore was a wocl -U. 
| To be exil'd, and thrown * 
From Leonati's ſeat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt enen 
Sweet Imogen? 
Sici. Why did youſafer- Tachimo, 
- - Sbght thing of Ita 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needleſs jealouſy; 
And to become the geck and ſcorn 
O' the other's. villainy ?. 
2 Bro. Form this, from ſtiller . we eme. . 
Our parents, and us twain, 
That, ſtriking in our country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were ſlai n; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 
With honour to maintain. 
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1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 


To Cymbelineperform'd: _ 
Then, Jupiter, thou of ' 
wiy haſt thou Mos TOs 


The _ for his merits due; _ 
all to dolours turn dꝰ 
Sici. 1 y eryſtal window ope; e. out; 
No longer exerciſe, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harſh 
And potent injuries; _ 
Morh. Since, Jupiter, our fon is good, , 
4 * eber miſeries. 6 fon; hel 1 
ici. Peep through thy mar * on; 
Or we pbor ohofts Will 0 A 
To the 5 99555 of the re 
Againſt thy deity. 
2 Bro, Help, Jupiter; or we _ 
And from thy juſtice fly. 
Jupiter deſcends in thunder and rg fittin 
eagle: he throws a ibunder- Bolt. 75/74 J. 722 o 
* bnees. 1 1 
upit. No more, you petty ſpirits of re gion ow, 
Ofend our heath; ; huſh ny ſp ow dare i ghoſts, 
Accuſe the thunderer, whoſe bolt you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coaſts? 
Poor ſhadows of Elyſium, hence; and reſt 
Upon your never withering banks of flowers: 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreſt; 
No care of ir hben know, tis ours. 
Whom beſt I love,” I croſs: to make my gift, 
The more delay d, 3 Be content: 
Your lgw-laid ſon our ead will uplift; | 
His comforts thrivgh® trials well are ſpent. 
Our Jovial ſtar reign! this birth, and in 
Our temple was he married.—Riſe, and fade !— 
He ſhall be lord of lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breaſt ; wherein 
Our pleaſure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And fo, away: no farther with your din 
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Expreſs 1 5 impatience, leſt » you ſtir up 540 * - 
Mount, eagle, to my palace Na wing 
Sici. He came in thunder; celeſtial b 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell: the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us; his aſcenſion F 
More ſweet than our bleſt fields; his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god is pleas d. 
| All. Tha K Jupiter! 
| 25 5 ci. The 9 pavement cloſes, he is enter 'S, 
radiant roof: Away! and, to the bleſt 
Let 7 05 with care 1 his great beheſt. [Vaniſb. 


a 3th thou haſt, been a pipe, 
4 a 
A father 0 _ _ thou haſt created | 
A mother, and two brothers: But (O ſcorn!) 0 
Gone! they went hence ſo ſoon as they were born. I 
And fo I am awake.---Poor wretches, that depend 0 
On preatneſs' favour, dream as I have done; : 0 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, 1 ſwerve: h 
Many dream not to find, neither deſerve, |, is 
And yet are ſteep di in favours; ſo am I, p 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. , 1 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O, rare one! t 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment ac 
Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects ha 
So px to be moſt unlike our Courtiers, | ch 
As good as promiſe, „ tl £ 1 yo 
e. 
« When as a lion's whelp ſhall, to himſelf Mins, 
„without ſeeking find, and be emnbrac'd by a piete of no! 
tender air; and when {rg tately cedar thall be by 
lopt branches, which, beiße eed many years, ſhall you 


d after revive, be jointed to the old ſtock, and freſh'y Jun 


69 grow z then ſhall Poſthumus end his miſeries, Britain ſha] 
* be fortunate, and flouriſh in peace and plenty.” ver 
'Tis ſtill a dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as madmen 7 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing: to d 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking fuck and 


As ſenſe cannot untie. Be what it is, 


— 
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* Laos of my = is Welt which ... +. 
I'll keep if hut for ſympathy. . :. Feine 
ys 5 * 833 a 
Caso. Come, fir, are you ready for death) 
Pat. Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago: 
Gaol, Hanging is the word, 4 if you be ready 
for that, you are well cook tet. 
 Pgf. So, if I prove a good repaſt to the ſpectators, 
the diſh pays the ſhot. 3 
| Gaal. A heavy reckoning for you, fir: But the com- 
fort is, you ſhall be call'd to no more payments, fear 
no more tavern bills; which are often the ſadneſs. of 
| arting, as the procuring of mirth: you come in faint- 
br want of meat, depart reeling with too much 
drink ; ſorry that Jn have paid too much, and ſorry 
that you are paid too much; purſe and brain both 
empty : the brain the heavier, for being ton light; the 
purſe too light, being drawn of heavineſs; O! ofthis 
contradiction you be now quit. -O, the charity 
of a penny cord ! it ſums'up- thouſands in a trice: you 
have no true debitor andfeditor butt; of what's paſt, 
is, and to come, the diſchage ur neck, fir, is 
pen, book, and countetsg d ide guittance follows. 
t. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 
Gaol. Indeed, fir, hethatfleepy feels not the tooth- 
ach: But a man that were to ſleep your ſleep, and a 
hangman 'to help him to 'bed, 1 think, he would 
change places with his officer: for, look you, ſir, 
you know not which way you ſhall geo. 
Poſt. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. P W 
GaokiY our death has eyes in's head then; I have, 
not ſeen him ſo pictur'd: you muſt either be directed 
by ſomeithat take upon them to know; or take upon, 
yourſelfhat, which I am ſure you do not know ; or 
jump the after-enquiry on your own peril: and how you. 
ſhall ſpeed in your journeys end, I think, you'll ne- 
ver return to tell one. bs. $5.58 * . 
Peſt. I tell thee, fellow, there are noge want eyes, 
to direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, 
and will not uſe thł m. — 
* 


2” 
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Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
ſhould have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſee the way of 
blindneſs ! I am ſure, hanging's s the way of winking. 

ater. a enger. . 
Me/. Knork his manacles ; bring your priſoner 
to the king. 
Po. Thou bring'ſt good news; I am call'd to be 
made free. 
Gaol. I'll be hang d then. 
Pg. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a gaoler; no 
| bolts for the dead. [Exeunt Poſthumus 27 Meſſenger. 
= \ Gaol. Unlefs 'a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gi gibbers, I never ſaw one ſo prone. Yet, 
= . on my conſcience, there are verier knaves deſire to 
li; of live, for all he be a Roman : and there be ſome of 
| them too, t * die 4 K their wills; ſo ſhoald 1, if 
I were one. 1 would we were all of one mind, andone 
mind good; O, there were a deſolation of olers, and 
Ls allo les 1 ſpeak againſt my preſent profit; but my 


iſh hath | a e t. * OT [ Exit. 
1 11 8 4 E N 1 l - | V. | 
"6+ "Ones Tor. s v1 
Enter ne, 3 elarius, . Al Pi 
"ano, - nd Lords. 


17 cn. Fond by my fide, you, whom the gods have 
Pteſervers 775 my throne. "Woe i is my heart, 
That the poop ſoldier, that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded arms, whoſe Sl 
Stept before targe of proof, cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him ſo. 

Bel. I never ſaw - 

Such noble fury in ſo poor a thing ; 


Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But 9925 ary and poor looks. 
1. No tidings of him? 
775 He hath de 
living, 


cen ſearch'd erg the dead and 


1 


But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief Iam _ 7 
The heir of his reward; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

LZꝰ Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
By whom, I grant, ſhe hves : Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are: report it. 

Bel. Sir, 28 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true nor modeſt, 
Unleſs I add, we are honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your knees: | 75 
Ariſe my knights o' the battle; I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſtates. 

Enter Cornelius, and Ladies. 
There's bufineſs in theſe faces: Why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o' the court of Britain. 
* 7 4 Hail, great * "WF 
To ſour your happineſs, I report 
The queen is To 400) Bos 

Cym. Whom worſe than a phyſician 
Would this report become But I conſider, 

By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will ſeize the doctor too How ended ſhe ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, conclud: 
Moſt crael to herſelf, What ſhe confeſs d, 
I will report, ſo pleaſe you: Theſe her women 
Can trip me, if 1 err; who, with wet-cheeks, 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. cd. 
Om. Pr'ythee, ſay. 1 

Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe nevgyg lov'd you; only 
Affected greatneſs got by you, not you: 

Married your royalty; was wife to your place; 
Abhorr'd your perſon. - >, | 

Cy. She alone knew this 
And, but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would: not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Vol. VII. Be 
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Cor. Vour daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs 
Was as a ſcorpion to her ſight ; whoſe life, 

But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by poiſon. | 

Cym. O moſt delicate fiend ! 

Who is it can read a woman ?—Ts there more? 

Cor. More, fir, and worſe. Shedid confeſs, ſhe had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took, 
Should by the minate feed on life, and ing ring, 

By inches waſte you: In which time ſhe purpos d, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiffing, to 
O'ercome you with her ſhew : yes, and in time, 
(When ſhe had fitted you with her craft) to work 
Her ſon into the adoption of the crown. 

But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſs-deſperate ; open'd, in deſpight 
Of heaven and men, her purpoſes ; * 


The ills ſhe hatch'd were not effected; ſo, 


D dy'd. | 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lad. We did, ſo pleaſe your highneſs. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her ſeeming ; it had been vicious, 
To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my daughter! 

That it was fally in me, thou may'| ſay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


Enier Lucius, Iachimo, andother Roman priſoners; Poſthumus 


- behind, and Imogen. 


Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for tribute; that 


The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold off; whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit 
That their good ſouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourſelfhave granted: 
So think of your eſtate. 4 

Luc. Conſider, fir, the chance of war; the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not, when the blood was cold, have threateg'd 


er 


gd 
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Our priſoners with the ſword, But ſince the gods 


Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ranſom, letit come: ſufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſafer: 
Auguſtus lives to think on't: And ſo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat: My boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ranſom'd: never maſter had 


A page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, 


So tender over his occaſions, true, 
So feat, ſo nurſe- like: let his virtue join 
With my requeſt, which, I'll make bold, your highneſs 
Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm; 
Though he have ſerv'd a Roman; ſave him, fir, 
And ſpare no blood beſide, 
Cym. I have ſurely ſeen him: 

His favour is familiar to me:---Boy,. 
Thou haſt look'd thyſelf into my grace, and art 


Mine own. I know not why, wherefore, I ſay, 


Live, boy: ne'er thank thy maſter; live: 
And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bongty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it; 
Yea, though thou do demand a priſoner, 
The nobleſt ta“ en. | 

Imo. I humbly thank your highneſs. 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good lad; 
And yet I know, thou wilt. | 

Imo. No, no; alack, | 
There's other work in hand; I fee a thing 
Bitter to me as death: your life, good maſter, 


| Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. 


Luc. The boy diſdains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me: Briefly die their joys, 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys,--- 
Why ſtands he ſo perplex'd ! 

m. What would'ſt thou, boy? 
I loye thee more and more; think moreand more 


What's beſt to aſk. Know'ſ him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 


Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend? 
Imo. He is a Roman? no more kin to me, 
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Than I to your highneſs ; who being born your vaſſal, 
Am ſomething nearer. | 
Im. Wherefore, ey'ſt him ſo? 
: FE 5 111 tell you, fir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hcaring. 
Om. Ay, Wich all my heart, 
And lend my beſ Attention. What's thy name ? 
Imo. Fidele, bf: 0 
Cym. Thou art my goo th, m 63. 
VI be be thy maſter ;' * "Walk 185 x me ; DE Heety. 
= © [ Cymbeline and Imogen walk affde. 
Bel. Ts not this boy bein d from death? | 
Ar. One ſand another 
Not more reſembles; That ſweet roſy lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele—What think Four 
Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace ! ſee farther he eyes us not; 
forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike; wer't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. 
Guid. But we ſaw him dead, 
Bel. Be filent ; let's ſee further, 
Pi. It is my miſtreſs ; : :  [Afice. 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good or bad. [ Cym. and Imogen come forward, 
Ou. Come, ſtand, thou by our fide ; 
Make thy demand aloud.— Sir, ſtep you forth; 
[To Tachine. 
Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture ſhall _ 
Winnow the truth from falſehood. —On, ſpeak to him. 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman 'may render 
Of whom he had this ring. | 
Poft. What's that to him ? Mao [ Aide. 
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, ſay, | 
How came it yours ? 
lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which, to be ſpoke, would torture thee, 
On, How! me? IC 3 


Dr 5 r 
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lach. 1 am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that which 
Torments me to conceal. _ By villainy | 
J got this ring; *twas Leonatus' jewel, 

hom * didſt baniſh ; and (which more may grieve 

tnee, | 
As it doth me) a nobler fir ne'er liv'd 
Twixt ſky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord? 

' Cym. All that belongs to this. 

lach. That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail to remember, Give me leave; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew thy ſtrength: 
I had rather thou ſhould live while nature will, 
Than die e'er I hear more; ſtxive, man, and ſpeak. 

Iach. Upon a time, (unhapppawas the cleck 
That ſtruek the hour !) it was I Neme, (accurs'd 
The manſion where !).'twas at feat, (O, would 
Our viands had been poiſon'd i , atleaſt, 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head) the good Poſthumus 
en hat ſhould I ſay? he as too good, to be 

here ill men were; was the beſt of all 
Among the rar'ſt of gang ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe out Mes of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak : for feature, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures beyond brief nature; for condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities that man ; 
Loves woman for; beſides, that hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the eye ;— | 

m. I ſtand on fire: 
Come to the matter. 

lach. All too ſoon I ſhall, * 
Unleſs thou would'ſt grieve quickly This Poſthumus, 
(Moſt like a noble lord in love, and one | 
That had a royal lover) took his hint; 
And, not diſpraifing whom we prais'd (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began _ 
His miftreſs' picture; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in't, A our brags 

* — e 2. 
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Were crack'd of kitchen 2 or his Ar 
Prov'd us unſpeaking ſots. | 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the pole. 

9 Vour daughter's ene there it — 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And ſhe alone were cold; Whereat, Iwretch! 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of 50 old, gainſt this which then he wore . 
Upon his honour 2 finger to attain _ 
In ſuit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By her's and mine adultery; ; he, true MCs 4 
No leſſer of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this ring; 3; 
And would ſo, had it been a earbuncle 
Of Phœbus“ wheel; and might ſo ſafely, had i it 
Been all the worth: „ Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this defi may you, fir, 
Remember me at where I was taught, 
Of your chaſte daughter the wide difference 
"T wixt amorous and villainoug,y, Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing, ming brain 


*Gan in your duller Britain & | 
Moſt vilely; for my gi 
And, to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd 


That I return'd with fimilar proof enough 


To make the noble Leonatus mad, 


By wounding his belief in her renown 

With tokens thus, and thus; averring potes 

of 2 pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, ſome marks 
Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 

But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack d, 


I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 


Methinks I ſee him now. 
Poſt. Ay, ſothowdoſz«.: i: -... [Coming forward. 
Italian fiend— Ak me; möſtoa $ Dad 181 


Egregiouoνj lerer chief, anyethingicng!ht 75.1 bag. 


That's due to — the vAllains paſt, nnebeingz a =πν 2H 


Floe me eordy cor Knife ir poiſon; ei 
i onde ou | 
2 9 
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For tortures ingenious: it is I 

That all the abhorr'd things o' the earth — 
By bein worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, | 
T hat ill'd thy daughter z--villain like, I lie; 
That caus'd a lefler villain than myſelf, 

A ſacrilegious thief, to do't:—the * 

Of virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe herſe 

Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o' the ſtreet to bay me: every villain 
Be call'd, Poſthumus Leonatus: and | 

Be villainy leſs than 'twas!—O Imogen! 

My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen! 

Imo. Peace, my lord; 1 hear? 

Pot. Shall's have a play of this? thou ſcornful pa 
There lie thy part. ( Striting her, Ie fe 5 

Pi. O, gentlemen, hel 8 | 
Mine, and your miſtreſs, O my lord Poſthumus! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now Help, help !— 
Mine honour'd lady! 

_ Cym. Does the world go round? 

Poet. How come thele ſtaggers on me ? 

Piſ. Wake, my miſtreſs ! 

Cym, If this be ſo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pi. How fares my miſtreſs? 

Imo. O, get thee from my ſight; | 
Thou gav'ſt me poiſon: dangerous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not where princes are. ; 

Cym. The tune of Imogen! 

Fiſ. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing; I had it from the queen. 

.Cym. New matter {till ! 


a 50 It os me. 
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As I would ſerye a rat. | 

Cym. What is this, Cuometios? 

Cor. The queen, fir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper poiſons for her; ſtill pretending 
The ſatis faction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs, 

Of no eſteem; I, dreading that her purpoſe 


Was of more danger, did compound for her 


A certain ſtuff, which being ta'en, would ceaſe 
The preſent power of life; but, in ſhort time, 
All offices of nature ſhould again 
Do their due functions. Have you ta*en of it? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My boys, 
There was our error. 
Guid. This is ſure Fidele. 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady om you? 
Think that you are upon a rock; and now 
Throw me again. 
Poft. Hang there like ”_ my ſout, 
Till the tree die! 
Om. How now, my fleſh, my child? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a dullard in this act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak tome? 
Imo. Your bleſſing, fir. ef Kneeling. 
Bel. Though youdidlove this youth, I blame you not; 


You had motive for it. 7 Guiderius and Arvirages. 


m. My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee } Imogen, 4” 
Thy mother's dead. 
Ind. I'm lorry for't, my lord. 


1 
m. O, ſhe was naught; and, long of Her it was,. 


That we meet here fo ſtrangely : But her fon 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

i/. My lord, 
Now fear is from me, I'll ſpeak. truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady's miſſing, came to me 
With is ſword drawn: foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore, 
If I diſcover'd not which way the was gone, N 
L: was my inftant death: By n 
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L had a feign'd letter of my maſter's 

Then in my pocket; which directed him 

To ſeek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he poſts 
With uachaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My lady's honour : what became of him, 

I further know not. . 

Guid. Let me end the ſtory: * 
I 2 him there. | 1 

. Marry, the gods forefend ! 
1 e not 2 bn deeds ſhould from my lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence: pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. ; | | 

Guid, Thave ſpoke it, and I did it. 

Im. He was a prince. 

Guid, A moſt uncivil one: The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like: for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 

If it could ſo roar to me: I cut off's head; by: 
And am right glad, he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

m. I am ſorry for thee: 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our law : 'Thou art dead. 

Imo. That headleſs man 
I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 

And take him from our preſence. 

Bel. Stay, fir king: 24 

This man is better than the man he flew, 

As well deſcended as thyſelf; and hath 

More of thee merited; than a band of Clotens 

Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone; 

. [ Zo the guard. 

They were not born for bondage. S Iv, 
Cym. Why, old ſoldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art m_—_ for, 

By taſting of our wrath? How of deſcent 

As good as we hu | | 
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© Arv. In that he ſpake too far, 
Cym. And thou ſhalt die for't. 8 
Bel. We will die all three: ö 
But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. My ſons, I muſt + 
For my own part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 
Arv. Your danger's ours. | FA 
Guid. And our good his. 
Bel. Have at it then. | 
By leave ;—Thou had'ſt, great king, a ſubject, who 
Was call'd Belarius. | | 
 Cym. What of him? he is 
A baniſh'd traitor. 
Bel. He it 1s, that hath 
Aſſum'd this age: indeed, a baniſh'd man; 
I know not how, a traitor. | 
Cym. Take him hence ; 
The whole world ſhall not ſave kim. C 
Bel. Not too hot ; 
Firſt pay me for the nurſing of thy ſons ; 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I have receiv'd it. i 
Cym. Nurſing of my ſons ? 
Bel. I am too blunt, and ſaucy : Here's my knee 
Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my ſons; 
Then, ſpare not the old father. Mighty fir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my ſons, are none of mine; 
They are the iſſue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 
m. How! my iſſue? | Fu 
Bel. So ſure as you your father's, I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 
Itſelf, and all my treaſon ; that I ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm I did. Theſe gentle princes. 
For ſuch and ſo they are) theſe twenty years 
ave I train'd up: thoſe arts they have, as I 
Could put into them; My breeding was, fir, ay 
Your highneſs knows, Their nurſe, Euriphile, 
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Whom for the theft I wedded, ſtole theſe children 
Upon my baniſhmeat : I mov'd her to't ; 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before, 
For that which I did then: Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treaſon : Their dear loſs, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them. But, gracious ſir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I wuſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſ companions in the world ;— 
The benediction of theſe covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with ſtars. | 

m. Thou weep'ft and ſpeak' ſt. 
The ſervice, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'ſt: I loſt my children; 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier ſons. ; 

Bel. Be pleas'd a while. 
This gentleman whom I call Polydore, 
Moſt worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, * 
Your younger princely ſon ; he, fir, was lap'd 
In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, tor more probation, 
I can with eaſe produce, 

Cym. Guiderius had | 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he? W 
Who hath upon him till that natural ſtamp: 
It was wiſe nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Im. O, what am! 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more:—Bteſt may you be, 
That, after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now -O Imogen, 
Thou haſt loft by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord; a 
I have got two worlds by 't.---O- my gentle brothers, 
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Have we thus met? O neverſay hereafter, 
But I am trueſt ſpeaker: you call'd me brother, 
When I was but your ſiſter; I 79u agothers, 
When you were ſo indeed. a 
| Cym. Did you e' er meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good lord. | 
Guid, And at firſt meeting loy'd; 
Continued ſo, until we thought he died. 
Cor. By the queen's dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 
Jm. O rare inſtinct 
When ſhall I hear all through? This fierce abridgment 
Hath to it circumſtantial branches, which 
Diſtinction — be rich in. Where] how liv'd you; 
And when eame you to ſerve our Roman captive? 
How parted with your brothers? how firſt met them ? 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither? Theſe, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, ſhould be GE ; 
And all the other by-dependencies, 
From chance to chance; hut nor the time, nor place, 
Will ſerve our long interrogatories. | See, 
Poſthumus anchors upon Imogen: 
And ſhe, like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye, 
On ham ; her brothers; : me, her maſter ; 1 
Each object with a joy: the counter-chan 
Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this — 4 
And ſmoke the temple with our unters. — 
Thou art my brother; So we'll hold thee ever. 
[ 7 Belarius. 
Ino. You are my father too; and did relieve me 
To ſee this gracious ſeaſon. | 
Om. All o'er-joy'd, 
Save theſe in bonds: let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort. 
Ino. My good maſter, 
I will yet do you ſervice. | 
Luc. Happy be you! S 
On. The forlorn ſoldier, that ſo nobly fought, 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac' ＋ 
The thankings of a king. "iy 
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Pot. I am, fir, 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three 
In poor beſeeming; twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe 1 then follow'd—that I was he, 
Speak, lachimo; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finiſh. 
lach, I am down again: 
But now my heavy conſcience ſinks my knee, ¶ Kneels. 
As then your force did. Take that life, beſeech you, 
Which I ſo often owe; but your ring firſt; 
And here the bracelet of the trueſt princeſs, 
That ever ſwore her faith. 
Poſt. Kneel not to me: 
The power that I have on you, isto ſpare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd: 

We'll learn our freeneſs ofa ſon-in-law ; ® 
Pardon's the word to all. - x _— 
Arv. You holp us, fir. FP oa 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother; 
Joy'd are we, that you are. | 
Poſt. Vour ſervant, princes.--Good my lord of Rome, 
Call forth your ſoothſayer: As I ſlept methought, 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd, 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own kindred: when I wak'd, I found 
This label on my boſom ; whoſe containing 
Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 
Make no collection of it: let him ſhew 
His ſkill in the conſtruction. | | * 
Luc. Philarmonus, | 
Sooth. Here, my good lord. 
Luc, Read, and declare the meaning. 
Soothfayer reads. © | 
« When as a lion's whelp ſfall to himſelf unknown, 
© without ſeeking find, and beembrac'd by a piece of 
* tender air; and when from a ſtately cedar ſhall be 
« Topt branches, which, being dead many years, ſhall 
« after revive, be joined tothe old ſock, and freſhly 
Vol. VII. 2 
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a goon ; then ſhall Poſthumus end hismiſeries, Britain 
'*© be fortunate, and flouriſh-in/peace and plenty.“ 
Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's wWhel ß; 
The fit and apt conſtruction of thy name, 
Being Leo- natus, doth import ſo much; 
The piece of tender air thy virtuous daughter, 
[ To Cymbeline. 

Which we call mollis abr; and mollis aer 
We term it muliere which mulier, I divine, 
Is this moſt conſtant wife; 75 Pef.] who, even now 
Anſwering the letter of the oracle, 
Unknown to you, unſought, were clip'd about, 
With this moſt tender air. * 

Om. This hath ſome ſeeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, — Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee : and thy lopt branches point, 
Thy two ſons forth: who, by Belarius ſtolen, 
For years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
| ajeſlic cedar join'd ; whoſe iſſue 
Proj ritain peace and plenty. 

Cy ell, g | | 
My peace we will begin: - And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we ſubmit to Cæſar, 
Andto the Roman empire, promiſing 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked queen; 
On whom heaven's juſtice (both on her, and her's) 
Hath lay'd moſt heavy hand. © 

Sooth, The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this. peace. The viſion 
Which I made known to I.ucius, ere the ſtroke 
.Of this yet ſcarce-cold battle; at this inſtant 
Ts full accompliſhed : For the Roman eagle, 
From ſouth to welt on wing ſoaring aloft, 
Leffen'd herſelf, and in the beams o' the ſun 
So vaniſh'd : which forehew'd, our princely eagle, 
The imperial Cæſar, ſhould again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cvmbeline, +«- _, 
Which fnines here in the ** "ws £3 


Cym.\ Laud we the go ; 


= 
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And let our crooked ſmokes elimb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſt altars! Publiſh we this peace 
Fo all our ſubjects. Set we forward: Let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign ware 
Friendly together: ſo thro' Lud's town march: 
And in the temple of great jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; ſeal it with feaſts.— 
Set on there: Never was a war did ceaſe, - 
Ere bloody hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace. 

i [Kxeunt omnes. 
A SONG, ſung by Guiderius and Arviragus over Fidele, 

Suppoſed to be dead. 
By Mr. Wilttam Collins, 
| © A: "Ins 
*7 fair Fidele, grafhy tomb, 3 
Se maids and village hinds ſball bring 
Zach of ning feet, of earlieft bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 
4 | 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 

To veæ with ſhrieks this quiet grove : 
But ſhepherd-lads afſemble here, 

And melting virgins own their love. 


| - 3 
No auither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 
The female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew. 


4 

The red-breaft oft” at ew'ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moſs, and gatber' d flowers, 
To deck the ground*where thou art laid. 


5 


U ben howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell; 
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Or midft the chaſe on ev'ry plain, 
The tender thought on 2 [hall dwell. 


6 


Each lonely ſcene ſball thee reftere ; 
For thee 2 tear be duly Tor 8 
Below'd, till lift could charm no more ; 
And mourn'd, till pity's ſelf be dead. 


— —— —_—— © J2P⁴y 
NOTE. 

This play has many juſt ſentiments, ſome natural dialoguesy#and 
fome pleafing ſcenes, but they are obtained at the expence of much 
incongruity. To remark the folly of the fiction, the abſurdity of the 
conduct, the confuſion of the names, and manners of different times, 
and the impoſſibility of the events in any ſyſtem of life, were to 


waſte criticiſm upon unreſiſting imbecility, upon faults too evident 
tor detection, des groſs for aggravation, cM 
* 5 Jobnſan. 
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ACT iI. 


King Lear's Palace, 
Enter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund.” 


Kent. I THOUGHT, the king had more affected 
the duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always ſeem. ſo to us: but now, in the 
diviſion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the 
dukes he values moſt ; for * are ſo weighed, 
that curioſity in neither can make choice of either's 
moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your ſon, my lord? | 

Gl. His breeding, fir, hath been at my charge: 
I have ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now: 
am braz'd to'r. | 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could: where. 
upon ſhe grew round-womb'd ; and had, indeed, fir, 
a ſon for her cradle, ere ſhe had a huſband for her bed. 
Do you ſmell a fault ? | 

Kent. I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of it 
being ſo proper. 

Gp. But I have, fir, a ſon by order of law, ſome year 
elder than this, who is yet no dearer in my account, 
though this knave came ſomewhat ſaucily into the 
world before he was ſent for: yet was his mother fair; 
there Was good ſport at his making, and the whoreſon 
maſt beacknowledged, —D» you know this noble gen- 
tleman, Edmund ? 


Zam. No, my lord, | 


"4 « 
* . 
* 
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6e. My lord of Kent. Remember him hereafter as 
my honourable friend. | 

an. My ſervices to your lordſhip, | 

Kent. I muſt love you, and ſue to know you better, 

Eam. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall 
again: — The king is coming. 0 
4 | [ Trumpets ſound within, 

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cor- 
delia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend: the lords of France and Burgundy, 

e r 
Glo. I ſhall,” my liege. ¶ Exeunt Glaſter and Edmund. 
Lear. Mean time We ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe. 
The map there.—Know, that we have divided 
In three our kingdom: and 'tis our faſt intent 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age; 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 
LENIN) Nerf toward death. Our fon of Corn- 
wall, „ 
And you, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſn 
Our daughters? ſeveral dowers, that future ſtrife 
May be prevented now. 'The princes, France and 
urgundy, 
| Great rivals in our youngeſt daughter's love, 
| Long in our court have made their amorous ſojourn, 
And here are to be anſwer'd. —Tell me, my daughters, 
(Since now we will diveſt us, both 5 | | 
Intereſt of territory, cares of ſtate) '' *®”  - . 
Which of you, ſhall we ſay, doth love us moſt ? 
That we our largeſt bounty may extend 
| Where nature doth with merit challenge.—Goneril, 
; Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. —_— 
. Gon. Sir, I N N Innen 8 . 
Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 4 
Dearer than eye-ſight, ſpace and liberty ; - FY 
Beyond what can be valued neh or rare; 
No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour: 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found, 
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A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable; 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia do? Love, and be filent. 
FO Afide. 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds, even from this line 15 this, 
With ſhadowy foreſts and with champains rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers, and White-ſkirted meads, 
We make thee lady: To thine and Albany's iſſue 
Be this perpetual. What ſays our ſecond Goon, 
Our deareſt Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. - 
Reg. I am made of that ſelf metal as N 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, ſhe names my very deed of love; 
Oaly ſhe comes too ſhort ; that I profeſs. 
Myſelf an enemy to all other joys, 
Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe poſleſſes ;- 
And find, I am alone felicitate | 
In your dear highnefs” love. PETS, 
Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! | LAlde. 
And yet not ſo; ſince Im ſure, my love's 
More pond' rous than my tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom; 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that confirm'd on Goneril.-Now, our joy, 
Although the laſt, not leaſt ; to whoſe young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, | 
Strive to be ſntereſted; what can you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your fiſters ? Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 
Zear. Nothing! 
Cor. Nothing. Þ2 
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: ſpeak again, 
Cor. Unhappy that 1 am, I cannot 3 
My heart into my mouth: I love your majeſty 
ANN to my bond : nor more, nor leſs. 
Lear. rf how, Cordelia! mend. your ſpeech a 
Ittle, 
Leſt it may mar your fortunes. 
Car, Good, my lord. 


Let pri 


q 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
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You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me: 1 
Return thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my ſiſters huſbands, if they 1 , 
They love you alt? Haply, when I ſhall wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty: 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my fiſters, | 
To love my father all. 
Lear, But goes thycheart with this:? 
Cor. Ay, my good lord. j +. v8 | | 
Lear. do young, and ſo untender? 
Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 
Lear, Let it be ſo. Thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night; 
By all the operations of the orbs, — A 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be; 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of Mood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me 1 
Hold chee, fronrthis, for ever. The barbarons Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliey'd, 
As thou my ſometime daughter. | 
Kent, Good my liege. 1 
Lear. Peace, Kent! * 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurſery, —Hence, and avoid my fight !— 
| | [To Cordelia. 
So be my grave m ce, as here I give x62 
Her =. . Call France; — Who ſtirs? 
Call Burgundy, —Cornwall, and Albany, - 
With my two daughters' dowers digeſt this third: 
' which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 
J do inveſt you jointly with my power, | 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with majeſty. Ourſelf, by monthly courſe, 
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With reſervation of an hundred knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only, we ſhall retain 
The name, and all the addition to a king; 
'The ſway, revenue, execution of the reſt, 
Beloved ſons, be yours: which to confirm, 
This coronet part between you, [Giving the Crown, 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, 
Lear. bly bow is bent and drawn, make from the 
ſhaft. E 
Kent. Let it fall rather though the fork invade 
The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly® 
When Lear is mad. What would'ſt thou do, old man? 
Think'ſt thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, * 
When oo 8 flattery bows? To plainneſs honour's 
ound, 
When majeſty ſtoops to folly. Reverſe thy doom; 
And, in thy beſt conſideration, check 
This hideous raſhnelſs: anſwer my life, my judgment, 
Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt ; | 
Nor are thoſe empty-hearted, whoſe low ſound 
Reverbs no hollowneſs. 
Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 
Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thine enemies ; nor fear to loſe it, 
Thy ſafety being the motive. 
Lear. Out of my fight! 
Kent. See better, Lear; and let me ſtill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 
Lear. Now, by Apollo, 
Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain. 
Lear. O vaſlal! miſcreant! 
[Laying his hand on his fword, 
Alb. Corn. Dear fir, forbear. 
Kent. Do; kill thy phyſician, and the fee beſtow 
Upon the foul diſeaſe. Revoke thy gift; 
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Or, whilſt I can vent clamour from my throat, 
Ii tell thee, thou doſt evil. | 
Lear. Hear me, recreant ; 
On thine allegiance hear me 
Since thou haſt ſought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durſt never yet,) and, with ſtrain'd pride, 
o come betwixt our ſentence and our power, 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for proviſion 
'To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world; 
And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if on the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death: Away! By Jupiter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd, 
Kent. Why, fare thee well, king: ſince thus thou 
wilt appear, 
Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here — 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, 


[To Cordelia. 


That juſtly think'ſt, and has moſt rightly ſaid.— 
And your large ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 


[75 Regan and Goneril. 


That good effects may ſpring from words of love.— 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu; 
He'll ſhape his old courſe in a country new. [ Exit. 


Re-enter Glofter, with France, Burgundy, and attendants. 
Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 


Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
We firſt addreſs towards you, who with this king 
Have rivall'd for our daughter; What, in the leaſt, 
'Will you require in preſent dower with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love? 
Bur. Moſt royal majeſty, 
I crave no more than hath your highneſs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender leſs. | 
Lear. Right noble Burgundy, | 
When ſhe was dear to as, we wa hold her ſo; 
But now her price is fall'n: Sir, there ſhe ſtands ; 


its irs... . 
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If au bt within that little ſeeming ſubſtance, | 
Or all of it, with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more, may fitly like yu grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours; 
Bur. I know no anſwer. 
Lear. Sir, will you, with thoſe infirmities the owes, 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curſe, and 1 withoureath, 
Take her, or leave her? | | | iS 
Bur. Pardon me, royal fir; | | 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions; 1 
Lear. Then leave her, fir; for by the power that 
made me, | 
I tell you all her wealth. or y you, cok king, 
[To France. 
I would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate; therefore beſeech you | 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom nature is aſham d 
Almoſt to acknowledge hers. — 
France. This is moſt t ! 9 45 
That ſhe, who even but now was „ber belt objet, 
The argument of your praiſe, balm of your age, 
The beſt, the deareſt, ſhould in this triee of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Moſt be of ſuch unnatural degree 
That monſters it, or your fore vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint: which to believe of her, 
Muſt be ef faith, that reaſon without miracle | 
Should never plant in me. : | 
Cor. I yet beſeech your majeſty, ©» 5 
If for I want that glib and oily art, 
To ſpeak and e not; ſince what I well intend, 
I' do't before I ſpeak) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, a foulneſs, 
No unchaſte action, or diſkonour'd ſtep, 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favourt 7 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer :; 
A Rill-ſolicating eye, and ſucFa tongue 
Vol. VII. Gg 
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That I am J have: not, eps, Af e 

Hath loſt a glad La ing. 
Lear. Better thou 1: 

Hadſt not been born, he to have pleas 4 . 
France. Is it no more but this? a tardineſs in nature, 

Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 

That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy, 

| What ſay you to the lady? Love is not love, 

When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand © 

| Aloof from the entire point.. Will you have Rey? 2 

She is herſelf N 1:16 

Jur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion whis þ yourſelf 'd 

| And bere I take Cordelia by the han | 

| Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

| Lear. Nothing; E have fworn: I am firm. 

| Zur. ö Gee yo Have: ©o-leh & father, 

| That you muſt loſe a huſband. . 

| Cor. Peace be with Burgundy t 0 G. 

| Since that reſpects of fortune are his love, 


I ſhall not be his wife. 
Franc. — Cordelia, thou art moſt rich being 


Moſtchdice, as 3 and b, deſpis'd 
Thee and thy virtues here I feize upon: 
| Be it lawful, I take wp what's: caſt away. 
Gods, gods! tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſdneglet 
f My leve ſnould kindle to inſlam'd reſpect. 
| Thy dowerleſs daughter, king, throw nto my chance, 
| Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France; - 
Not all the du es of wat'riſt Burgundy:  - 
Shall buy this un ria d precious maid of me; ——- 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkinc: 
By Thou loſeſt here, a —.— where tm find. 
Lear. Thou haſt her, France: let her de thine; for we 
Have no ſuch. daugiter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of nec's ag in: Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, 2 love, aur CU =" 


Come, nable:Burgua 
| | le. E xeunt. Lear, Pargundy 0. 
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2 Bid farewell to your ſiſters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are: 
And, like a ſiſter, am moſt loth to call | 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Uſe well our father ; 
To your profeſſing boſoms I commit him: 

But yet, alas ! ftood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duties. 

Gon. Let your ſtudy | 
Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd vou A 
At fortune's alms : You have obedience ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted. | 


Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning hides; - 
Who cover faults, at laſt ſhame them derides. 


Well may you proſper! 
France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 


[ Exaunt France Gs % 


Gen. Siſter, it is not a little I have to ſay, of what 
moſt nearly appertains to us both. I thank, our father 
will Re to- night. 

That's maſt, certain, and with vou; dert 
2 with us. 

Gen. Vou ſee how fall of chang es his age is! the ob- 
ſerration we have made of it — not been little! he 
always lov'd our filter moſt; and with what poor 
judgment he hath now caſt her off, appears too groſsly. 

Reg. Tis the infrmity of his age ; xe be hath. ever 
but ſlenderly known hamſels. 

Gon. The beſt and foundeſt of his time hath been but 
raſh ; then muſt we look to receive from his age, not 
lone the Are een of long: engrafted condition, 
but therew 
and cholerick years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconſtant farts are we like to have from. 
him; as this of Kent's bamiſhment, 

Gon, There, is further compliment of leave- taking 
between France and him. Pray you, ler us hit toge- 
her: If our father deren authority with ſuch diſpoſi- 


al the unruly waywardneſs that infirm 
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2 he bears, this laſt nur of his will col. 
us. TESTS f 
+Reg, We ſhall 5 think of i . 
. n. mo "a Oar 1 i the heat. 
| | —— 


's G E N . : wait 


A Caftle belonging ta the, Earl of Glefter.' 
Enter Edmund, with a Letter. 


A4 Thou, nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law 
My ſervices are bound: Wherefore ſhoult I* ! 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom ; and permit 
The curioſity of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am = find twelve or fourteen moonſhines | 
Lag of a brother? Why baftard? wherefore baſe? . 
When my dimenſions are well compact, 

My mind as rOUS, and my ſhape as true, 

As honeſt m's iſſue? Why brand mw LENS 

Wich. baſe? with baſeneſs ? baſtardy ? baſe » baſe? 8 

Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 

More compoſition and fierce uality,/ 

Than doth, within a dull, ſtale, tir'd bed, 

Go to the creating of a whole tribe of fops, 

Got *tween ſleep and wake? — Well then, 

Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have your land: 

Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, | 

As tothe legitimate : Fine word —legitimate! | 

Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſ 444 

; And my invention thrive, Edmund the TN oy 

Shall top the legitimate. W3 " P! pert 

Now, gods, ſtand up for balards} | 
as nter G1 Ir 

Olo. kent baniſh'd thus! And Tons in choler 

parted ! 
And the kiag gone to- night! ſubſeribꝰd his get 
Confin'd to exhibition! All this done 
Upon thegad! Edmund! How now? what news? 


Lan. So pleaſe your lordſhip, none. 


rn 
"dds 


[ Putting up de ke. 
Gh. * ſo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that letter? 
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En. IL know no news, my lord. 1 of 
Glo. What paper were you reading? * 


Eam. — my lord. 

Glo. No? E needed then that terrible diſpatch 
of it into your pocket? The quality of nothing hath 
not ſuch need to hide itſelf, Let's ſee: Come, if it be 
nothing, I ſhall not need ſpectacles. 

Edu. I befeech you fir, pardon me: it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read;; and 
for ſo much as I have re n - for your 
overlooking. 8 N [67 

Glo. Give me the letter, fir. a | 

Ed. I ſhall 'offend, either to detain or give it. 
The contents, as in part I underſtand them, are to blame. 

Glo. Lers fee, let's e 


Zam. I hope, for my brother's juſtification, he wrote 


this but as an effay or taſte d virtue. 
6b. reads.) ©* This policy, and reverence of age, 
„ makes the world bitter to the beſt of our times; 
keeps our fortuꝶi; from us, till our oldneſs cannot 
reliſh them. — find an idle and fond bon- 
s dage in the op od tyranny; who ſways, 
© not as it hath ber it is ſuffered. Come to 
** me, that of this I may if peak more. If gur father 
Would ſleep till I wak'd him, you ſheuldt enjoy 
« half his revenue for ever, and live the beloved of 
© your brother, Edgar” —Him--Conſpiracy/—-+* 
till I wak'd him!——you ſhould enjoy half his eve 
nue!“ My ſon Edgar! Had he a hand to write 


this? a heart and brain to breed it in — When came 


this to you! Who brought it? 


Zam. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the 


— 1 found ir thrown in at the caſement gf 
my C 
Oln \ You know the charakter to be * brothers? 
Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durſt 
ſwear it were his; but, in chen of _ I ones 
Gin think it were not. 5 
Gio. It is his. f ry 
Lum. It be Nis hand; my ood boe'1 t 
g 2 
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is not in the contents, 
OD Hath he never heretofore a you in a this 

11els? r 

Kan. Never, my lord: But I have often heard him 
maintain it to be fit, that, ſons at perfect age, and 
father's declining, the father ſhould be as ward to the 
ſon, and the ſon manage his revenue. 
- Glo. O villain, villain His very opinion in the 
letter ?——Abjorr'd + villain! Unnatural, deteſted, 
bratiſh! villain! worſe than brutiſh — Go, firrah, ſcek 
him; I' * him: Abominable villain!— 
Where i is he: 

- "Edm, 1 do -_ —— know; my lord. If it ſhall 
leaſe you to ſuſpen vou indignation againſt my bro- 
— till you can deri dom him — — of 
his intent, you ſhould n certain courſe; where, 
if you violently proc sgainſt him, miſtaking his 
purpoſe, it would make 4 — gap in your own ho- 
— and ſhakce in pieces tae heart of nis obedience. 


— — n down my life fob that he hatu writ 
— to feel my affection to veurwean ar, and to no 
other pretence vf danger. 


Slo. Think you ſo? W 0934 

Zan If — judge ĩãt meet. I will-place you 
where you ſhall hear us confer on this, and by an au- 
ricular aſſurance have your ſatisfaction; and that with- 
out any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be ſuch a monſter— 
© 'Eam. Nor is not; ſure. © 
Glo. To his father, that fo tenderly and Anbei 
joves him. — Heaven and earth!—Edmund, ſeek him 
- out; wind me into him, I prav you: frame the buſineſs 
after your own wiſdom : Fwould unſtate myſelf, to be 
in a due reſolution. 

Em. I will ſeek him, fir, preſently; convey the 
buſineſs 4s I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 
Slo. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and nioon portend 
no good to us? Though the wiſdom of nature can 
- reaſon it thus and thus, yet nature finds itſelf ſcourg'd 


hy the ſequeut effects; love cools, friendſhip falls off 
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brothers divide: in Cities, mutinies; in countries, 
diſcord ; in palaces, treaſon; and the bond crack'd 
'twixt ſon nd father. This villain of mine comes 
under the iction; there's ſon againſt father: the 
king falls from bias of nature; there's father againſt 
child. We have ſeen the beſt of our time: Machina- 
tions, hollov neſs, treachery, and all ruinous diſor- 
ders, follow us dilqpietly to our graves!——Find out 
this villain, Edmund: it ſhall loſe thee nothing ; do it 
carefully And the noble and true-hearted Kent 
baniſh'd! his offence, honeſty Strange! ſtrange! 
| . | Exit. 
Zam. This is the excellent ſoppery of the world! 
that, when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurfeit 
of oar own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſters, 
the ſun, the moon, and the ſtars; as if we were vil- 
lains, by neceflity ; fools, by heavenly compulſion; 
knaves, - thieves, and treachers, by ſperical predomi- 
nance; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an en- 
fore'd obedience of - planetary influence; and all that 
we are evil in, by a divine thrutting on: An admira- 
ble evaſioa of whore-maſter man, to lay his goatiſh 
diſpoſition. to the charge of a ſtar! My father com- 
pounded with my mother under the dragon's tail; and 
my nativity was under urſa major; ſo that it follows, 
Iam rough and lecherous — Tut, I ſhould have been 
that I am; had the maidenlieſl ſtar in the firmament 
twinkled on my baſtardizing. Edgar 


Enter Edgar. | 
and pat hey comes, like the cataſtrophe of the old 
comedy. cue is villainous melancholy, v ith.a 


ſigh like Tom o' Bedlam.—O, theſe eclipſes do por- 
tend theſe diviſions! - fa, ſol, la, mi 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund! What ſerious 
contemplation are you in? 

+ am. | am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what ſhould-follow theſe eclipſes. 
Fag. Do yowbuſy/yourſelf with that? 

Eqn. 1 promiſe you, the effects he writes of, ſuc - 
ceed unhappilys a of unnaturalneſs bet een the child 
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and the parent; death, dearth, diſſolutions of ancient 
amiries, diviſions in ſtate, menaces and maledictions 
againſt king and nobles ; needleſs diſſidencies, baniſh- 
ment of friends, diffipation- — — pen drea- 
enn and I know not what. 
- Ea: How long have you — — 
Edam, Come, come; when ſaw you my —_— laſt? 
Ep: Why, the night gone by. 
Fan. Spake you with imm 
Fag. Ay, tuo hours together.. 
Foe. Parted you in good terms? Found you no a. 
1 in him, by word or — | 
— None at all. 4 | 
Berhink yourfelf, wherein you-may have of- 
fended hun: and at my entreaty, forbear his preſence, 
until ſome little time hath qualified the heat of has dit- 
pleaſure ; Which at chis inſtant ſo rageth in him, that 
with the miſchief of your perſon it would ſcarcely allay . 
Ezg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 
Ed. That's my fear. I pray you, have a conti- 
nent for bearance, till the ſpeed of his ra goes flower; 
and, as I ſay, retire witch me to my — from 
whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord ſpeak : 
Pray you, go; there? my key . — tir abrogd, 
o arm'd. 
Ede. Arm'd, brother *. 
Eam. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; Þ ge arm arm'd; 
L am no honeſt man, if there be any good meaning to- 
wards you: L have told you what 1 have ſeen and 
heard, ae — nothing like the K+. - vn — 
of it: ou, awa ve 
Eg. "= 1 I hear — anon? « 
Ede. I do ſerve you in this buſineſs mf Exir Edgar. 
A credulous father, and a brother nable, "Rt 
Whoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, <a 
That he ſuſpecis none; on whoſe fooliſn honeſty 
My practices ride ealy ! I ſee the buſineſs— 


Let me, if not by birth, have lande by wit: * 


All rr me 8 many that I can I. | ] [Exit: 
; 4 W 


f 
] 
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_ s o E N E t. 
er The duke of Albany's Alden 
| Enter Goneril, and Steward, | | 
Gon. Did my. nike my gentleman for chid- 
ing of has fool? 
Stew. Ay, madam. + 
Gon. By day and night! / he wron s me; every bour 
He flaſhes into one roſs crime or other, | 
That ſets us all at : I'll notendure it: 
His knights — riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On every trifle: When he returns from hunting) ' 
1 will-not — with him: Gy, I am fiek: 
If you come ſlack of former ſervices, 
You ſhall do well; the fault of it I'll anſwer. 
Stew. He's ren madam; I hear him. 
[Horns within. 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your fellows; I'd have it come to-queſtion : 
If he diſlike it, let him to my ſiſter, | 
Whoſe mind and mine, I know, in that are one, ; 
Not to be over - rul'd. Idle old man, 
That ſtill would manage thoſe authorities 
That he hath given away | Now, by my life, 
Old fools are babes again: and muſt be us'd 
With checks as flatteries when they are ſeen . 
Remember what | have ſaid. 
Stew Very well, madam. 
Gon. And Jet his knights havecolderlaoks among you. 
row s of it, no matter; adviſe your fellows ſo: 
I — breed from hence occaſions, and I ſhall. 
That 1 may ſpeak: I'll write ſtraight to my ſiſter, 
To hold my very courſe >—Prepare for u. [Exeunt. 


S E NAV. 
An open Place before the Palace. 


| Enter Kent, diſcuiſed. | ; 
Kent. If but as well Lother accents borrow, - 
That can my ſpeech diffuſe, my intent 


May carry through itſelſ to that full iſſue 
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For which I raz'd my likeneſs---Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou can'ſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
(So may it come ) \ thy waſter, whom thou lov'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of * 

Horns within- Enter Laar. Knights) * Attendant. 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for ere 80 get 1 
How now, what art thou? 


Kent. A Man, ſir. 
Tear. What doſt tow profes? What vo. i a tho 
with us?; * 2 12}: 


Kent. I do profeſs. to beno leſs than Lſcem ; ta ſerve 
him truly, that will put me in truſt; to love him that 
is honeſt ; to conyerſe wigh him that is wiſe, and ſays 
little; to fear * EA wo n When 1 t 
chooſe; and to eat no fh. | An! 
Lear. What art thou? 

** A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor as 


ng. 
Lear I thay be az poor ſbr a ſubject as Wide 
kin 2 thou art poor enoogh. Mhaewould's thou? 
ent. Scrviddee. | 
Lear. Iden voni :ü than ſerve? o d 
Kent. vou 17 Gn An en 
Lear. Doſt thou ans me, fellow * d f n 35:1 
Kent. No fir? but you have that in — EET 


which I would fain call maſter.. 0 
Lear. What's that? beer of £2 eie 
Kent, Authority. 4 N — 


Lear. What ſervices can K chou did. La. 

Kent. I can (keep honeſt counſel. Ade, run, mad 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſiage 
bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit bor, I am 
qualifi'd in; and the beſt of me 1s — 1 

Lear. How old art thou? , © 

Kent. Not ſo young, fir, to love "a woman for 
ſinging ; nor fo old, to dote on her for any thing: 1 
have years on my back forty-eight.” 

Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me, if I lie thee 
no worſe after dinner: I will not part from thee yet. 
Dinner, ho, dinner: Were my knave? my fpol? 
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G0 ban, and call my foot hither: 
| Enter Steward. 
You, you, firrah, r 

Stew. So pleafe youw;— - f £xiz. 

Laar. What ſays the fellow there ?—Call the elotpole 
back. Where's my fool, ho? think the world's 
aſleep.— How now? where's that mungret? 

Knight. Heſays, my lord, your daughter is nor well. 
| Lear. Why came not the ſlave back to me, when ! 
call'd him? 14599 

Knight. Sir, he anſwer'd me in che roundeſt manner, 
he woald not. 

__ He would not! 

Knight. My bord, I know not what ne matter is; 
bet to my judgment, your highneſs is not entertain'd 
with. that ceremonicus aſſection as you Were wont; 
there's a: great abatement of kindneſs appears, as well 
in the general dependants; as in be datt himſelf alſo, 
and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha! ſay'ſt chou ſo! 2 

Knight. | ech you, dis, #7 bes if I 
be miſtaken; for my duty cannot be en when I 
think your highneſs is wrong' d. 

Lear. Thou but remember'ſt me of mine own con- 
ception : I have perceived # moſt faint neglect of late; 
which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curi- 
ofity, than as a very pretence and purpoſe of unkind- 
neſs: I will look further into '*t.—But where's my 
fool ? 1 have not ſeen him thefe two days. 

Since my 'young lady's going into Prance, 
fir; the foot hath much pin d au ay 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted it well 
Go you, and tell daughter I would ſpeak with 
her.— Go you, call hicher my fool. 

Re enter Steward! 
O, you fir, you fir, come you hither; Who am I. fir? 

Stew. My laiy*s father. 7 104» 

Luar. My lady's father! my- lord's' knave: von 
whoreſon dog! you ſlave! you cur! 

Stew. I am none of thefe, my lord; U beſeech you, 
pardon me. 


— 
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Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raſcal ? 


"F Striking him, 

Stew.” I'll not be truck, my — 
Lent. Noe tript mn you baſe ſoot ball player. 
| Trippin 5 bro Leek, 
| Lear. I thank thee fellow; thou ſery'it me, and I'll 
love thee. | 

Kent. Come, ür, ariſe, away; z lt teach you dif- 
ferences ; away, aw ay: If you will meaſure your 
lubber's length again, tarry: but away: go to: 
Have K . ſo. 


Puſhes the: Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly nave, I thank thee: 
there's _ of thy ſervice. [Giving Kent ay. 

Enter Fool. 
Fool. Let me hire him too ;-—Here's my n 
{ Gives Kent his cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty be how doſt thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were _ mln my ene 

Kent. Wliy fool? 78 

Fool. Why, for taking one's that is out of fa- 
your; Nay, an thou can'ſt not imile as the wind fits, 
thou'lt catch cold ſhortly: I — take my coxcomb: 
Why, this fellow has baniſh'd two of his daughters, 
and did the third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou 
follow him, thou muſt needs wear my coxcomb . 
How now, nuncle? " Would 4 had two em. 
and two daughters | 

Lear. Why, my boy? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I'd keep u my 
coxcombs my ſelf: There's mine; beg another of * 
daughters. 

Lear, Take heed, firrah; the whip. 

Fool. Truth's a dog that muſt to kennel ; he muſt 
be whipp'd out, when the lady * may ſtand by 
the fire and ſtink. 

Lear. A. peltilent gall to me ! AN; 

oy 2 PII teach thee a f. pech. [To Kent. 

0 | 4 * 
Fol Mark it, nuncle : — | 
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Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 

Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thou troweſt, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep in a-door, | 
And thou ſhalt have more 

Than two tens to a ſcore. 

Kent, This is nothing, fool. 

Fool. Then it is like the - breath of an unfee'd lawyer; 
you gave me nothing for't:;——Can you make no uſe 
of nothing, nuncle? 
©. Lear, Why, no, boy; nothing can be made out of 


nothin 2 EY 
Py'thee, tell him, ſo much the rent of his 
. comes to; he will not believe a fool. [To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Doſt thou know the difference, my * be- 
tween a bitter fool and a ſweet fool? 

Lear. No, lad, teach me. 

Fool. That lord, that counſel'd thee 

To give away thy land, 
Come place him here by me,--- 

Or do thou for him ſtand : 

The 3 and bitter fool 

Will preſently appear: 
The one in motley here, 

The other found out there. 

1 - rk Doſt thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou haſt given away; that 
thou waft born with. 

Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, *Faith, lo ds and great men will not let 
me; if I had a monopoly on't, they would have part 
on't: and ladies too, they will-not let me have all fool 
to myſelf; they'll be ſnatching. Give me an egg, 
nuncle, and [I'll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns ſhall they be? 

FO VII. H h 
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Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns 2 When 
thou cloveſt thy crown i' the middle and gaveſt away 
both parts, thou boreſt thine aſs on thy back over the 
dirt: Thou had'ft little wit in thy bald crown, when 
thou gaveſt thy golden one away. If I ſpeak like 
myſelf in this, let him be whipp'd that firſt finds it ſo, 
Fools ne er had leſs grace in a year ; [Singing. 
For wiſe men are grown foppi/h ; | 
And know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are ſo apiſh. 
Lear. When were you wont to be ſo full of ſongs, 
firrah? * ee By i 
Fool. 1 have uſed it, nuncle, ever ſince thou mad' ſt 
- thy daughters thy mothers: for when thou gav'ſt them 
the rgd, and putt'ſt down thine own brecches, 
| n they for ſudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And | for ſorroau ſung, 
That ſuch a king ſhould play bo-peep, 
* And go the fools among. 
Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a ſchool-maſter that can teach 
thy fool to lie; I would fain learn to lie. 
Lear. If you lie, ſirrah, we'll have you whipt. 
Feel. J marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters 
are: they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou'lt 
have me whipt for lying ; and, ſometimes, 1 am whipt 
for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind of 
thing, than a fool: and yet I would not be thee, nuncle; 
thou haſt pared thy wit o' both ſides, and left nothing 
in the middle: Here comes one of the parings. 
Enter Goneril. 
Lear. How now, daughter? what makes that fr 
on ? | 
Methinks, you are too much of late i' the frown. 
Fool. Thou waſt a pretty fellow, when thou had'ft 
no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O 
without a figure: I am better than thou art now; I 
am a fool, thou art nothing.---Yes, forſooth, 1 wall 
Hold my tongue ; [ 76 Goneril.] ſo your face bids me, 
though you tay nothing. Mum, mum. 


* * 
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He that keeps nor cruſt nor crum, 
Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. - | 
That's a ſheal'd peaſcod. [ Pointing to Lear. 
Gon. Not only, fir, this your all-licens'd fool, 
But other of your inſolent retinue | 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 


I had thought, by making this well known unto you, 


To have found a ſafe redreſs ; but now — fearful, 
By what yourſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 
By your allowance; which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not *ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep; 
Which in the tender of a wholeſome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſſity 
Will call diſcreet proceeding: 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle;. 

The hedge-ſparrow fed the cuckoo ſo long, 

That it had its head bit of by its young, 
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling.. 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? | 

Gon. Come, ſir, | 
I would, you would-make uſe of that er iſdom 
Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late transform you 
From what you rightly are. | 

Fool.. May not an aſs know when the cart draws 
the horſe ?!—Whoop, Jug ! I love thee. 


Lear. Does any here know me: Why this is not Lear: 


Does Lear walk thus? ſpeak thus? Where are his eyes? 

Either his 0 weakens, or his diſcernings | 

Are 3 — Ha! waking?— Tis not ſo-- 

Who is it t 

I would learn that; for by the marks 

Of ſov*reignty, of knowledge, and of reaſon, 

I ſhould be falſe perſuaded I had daughters.---- 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? | 
Gon. Come, fr, | 

This admiration is much o' the favour. 


t can tell me who [ am ?---Lear's ſhadow 2. 
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Of other your new pranks. I do beſeech you 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright: 
As you are old and reyerend, you ſhould be wiſe : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and ſquires ; 
Men ſo diſorder'd, ſo debauch'd and bold, 
That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn: epicurifm and luſt 
Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace. The ſhame itfelf doth ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy : Be then deſir'd i 
By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
A little to diſquantity your train; 6 
And the remainder, that ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
And know themſelves and you. t 

Lear. Darkneſs and devils ! 
Saddle my horſes; call my train together, —— 
Degenerate baſtard ! I'Il not trouble thee ; 
Vet have 1 left a daughter. 

Gon, You ſtrike my people; and your diſorder'd rabble 
Make ſervants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents,--O, fir, are you come? 


Is it your will? ſpeak, ſir.—-Prepare my horſes.--- 
4 a g [To Albany. 


| Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou ſhew'ft thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter ! 

Alb. Pray, fir, be patient. 

Lear. Deteſted kite! thou liet; [e Goneril. 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, | 
That all particulars of duty know _, 

And in the moſt exact regard ſupport 

The worſhips of their name.---O molt ſmall fault, 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ! | 
Which, like an engine, wrench'd by frame of nature 
From the fixt place, drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. - O Lear, Lear, Lear! 

Beat at this gate, and let thy folly in, [ Striking his bead, 
And thy dear judgment out !—Go, go, my people. 
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Alb. My lord, I am guiltleſs, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. * 
- Lear. It may be ſo, my lord. 

Hear, nature! hear; dear goddeſs, hear! 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend . 
To make this creature fruitful !. 
Into her womb convey ſterility ; * 
Dry up in her the organs of increaſe ; | 
And from her derogate body never ſpring : 
A babe to honour her! If ſhe muſt teem, 
Create her child of ſpleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her! 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks; : 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that ſne may feel 
How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is | 
To have a thankleſs child !—Away, away! ._[ Exit. 

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes this? 

Gon, Never afflict yourſelf to know the cauſe ; 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
That dotage gives it. 

a A. Re-enter Lear. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap! 
Within a fortnight! 

Alb. What's the matter, fir? wk 

Lear. I'll tell thee; life and death! I am aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus: 

mT [ 7o Goneril, | 
That theſe-hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them.---Blaſts and fogs upon 
thee ! | - 
The untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee Old fond e es, 
Bev eep this cauſe again. I'll pluck vou out; 
And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 
To temper clay.— Ha! is it come to this? 
Let it be ſo:! Vet I have left a daughter, 
Who, I am ſure, is kind and comfortable; 
When ſhe ſhall hear this 1 thee, with her nails 
h 2 
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She'll flay thy wolfiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 
That I'll reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 
1 have caſt off for ever; thou ſhalt, I warrant thee. 
[ Erxeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants. 
Gon, Do you mark that my lord? 
Alb, I cannot be ſo partial, Goneril, 
'To the great love I bear you. 
Gon, Pray you, content.— What, Ofwald, ho! 
You, fir, more knave than fool, after your maſter. 
Do the Fool. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take 
the fool with thee. 
A fox when one has caught her, 
And ſuch a daughter, 
Should ſure to the laughter 
If my cap would buy a halter ; 
So the fool follows after. [Exit. 
Son. This man hath had good counſel ;====- A hun- 
dred knights! _ 
*Tis politic, and 1 fe, to let him keep 
At point, a hundred knights. Ves, that on every dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 
And hold our lives at mercy.---Oſwald, I 78 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 
Son. Safer than truſt too far: 
Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ſtill to be taken. I know his heart: 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter; 
If ſhe ſuſtain him and his hundred knights, 
When I have ſhew'd the unfitneſs,--- How now, Oſwald: 
Enter Steward. | 
What, have you writ that letter to my ſiſter? 
Stew. Ay, madam, 
Con. Take you ſome company, and away to horſe: 
Inform her full of my particular fear : 
And thereto add ſuch reafons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone; 


And halen 11 return. No, no, my lord, 
[Exit Steward. 


„ 
* 
* 
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This milky gentleneſs, and courſe of yours, 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
Voi are much more at taſk for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildneſs, 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's wall., 

Gon. Nay, then 


Alb. Well, well; the event. 2 [Exeunt, 


$ GC EN E . 
4 Coore: yard before the Duke of Albany's Palace. 
+ Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe letters: 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know than comes Wh her demand out of the letter: If 

your diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there before you. 

Kent. f will not ſleep, my lord, till I have deliver'd 
your letter. 

Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, wes not 
in danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay, boy. | 

Fool, Then I pr che be merry; thy wit ſhall not 
go ſlip-ſhod. | 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt ſee, thy other daughter will uſe . 
kindly; for though ſhe's as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet I can tell what 1 can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canſt thou tell, boy ? 

Fool. She will tafte as like this, as a crab does to a 
crab. Thou canſt tell why one's noſe ſtands i' the 
middle of one's face? * 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes on either fide one's 
noſe; that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong ; — 

Fool, Canſt tell how an oyſter makes his ſhell ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor J neither; but I can tell why a ſnail has 
a houſe. 


380 IN LEAR; AR 11, 


Lear. ___ 4 
Fool. Why, to ** his head in; not to give it away 
to his daughters. and leave his horns without a cafs. 
Lear. 1 will forget my mme er a father! 
he my horſes ready? N 
. Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about em. The reaſon 
why the ſeven ftars are no more than on," is a pretty 
reaſon. 
Lear. Beeauſe . are not eight. 
Fool. Ves, indeed! Thou would'ſt make a good 
fool. a 
Lear. To take it again perforce !—Monſter? | ingra- 
+, titude! 
Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear, How's that? 
Fool Thou ſhould*ſt not have been old before thou 
hadſt been wiſe. * 
Lear, O, let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet hea- 
ven] Keep me in temper; I would not be mad! 
Enter a Gentleman, 
How now? are the horſes ready? 
3 Ready, my lord. 
ear Come, boy. 


Fool. She that's a maid now v, and laughs „„ | 


Shall not be a maid long unleſs things be cut ſhorter. 
|  [Exemnt. 


«© 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


A Caſtle belonging to the Earl of e 
Enter Edmund and C uran, 2 
amn. GAE thee, Curan. 


Cur. And you, fir. 1 have been with your 


father; and given him notice, that the duke of Corn- 


wall, and Regan his ducheſs, will be here with him | 


to night. 
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Edm. How comes that ? | 

Cur. Nay, 1 know not: You have heard of the 
news abroad; I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are 
yet but ear-kifling arguments? 

Edm, Not I; Pray you, what arethey ? ' 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
*twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Eam. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then, in time, Fare you well, fir. 


; [ Exit 
Eam. The duke be here tonight? The better! bet? 


This weaves itſelf perforce into my bufineſs ! 
My father hath ſet guard to take my brother; 
And I have one thing, of a queazy queſtion, 
Which I muſt act: — Briefneſs, and fortune, work !— 
Brother, a word ;—deſcend.,—Brother, I ſay ; 

| Enter Edgar. 
My father watches :—O, fir, fly this 88 10 
Intelligence 1s given where youare hid ; 
You have now the good advantage of the night ;— 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither, now, i' the night, i“ the haſte 
And Regan with him; Have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party 'gainf the duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe yourſelſ. 

Eag. Iam ſure on't, not a word. 

Eam. 1 hear my father coming, Pardon me :;— 
In cunning, I mult draw'my {word upon you 
Draw : Seem to defend yourſelf: Now quit you well. 
Yield :=Come before my father ;—Light, ho, here; 
Fly, brother; — Torches! torches !—So, farewel.--- 

* [Exit Edgar, 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 
| * [Wounds his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour: I have ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport.---Father ! father ! 
Stop, ſtop! No help? 
Enter Gioſter, and Servants with torches. 
Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain? 
am. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword out. 
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Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To ſtand his auſpicious miſtreſs :--- + 
Glo. But where is he? ++ 
Zam. Look, fir, I bleed. ;-1 1 5 + 
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? © 
Edam. F $44 — way, ſir. When by no means he 
COU 92444 
Glo. Purſue him, ho l- Go after. — By no means, 
what! N | * 
Ea. Purſuade me to the murder of your lordſhip; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
Gainſt parpicides did all their thunders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and ſtrong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ;---Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how. lothly oppoſite I ſtood rt 
To his unnatural purpoſe, in fell motion, 
With his pre Gd ſword, he charges home 
My ee body, lanc'd mine arm: 
= But when he ſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits, - . 
_ Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter, 
4 Or whether-gaſted by the noiſe I made, 
- Full ſuddenly he fled. t 
Glo. Let him fly far: 7 | 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught; 
And found---Diſpatch.---The noble duke my maſter, 
My worthy argh and patron comes to=night:* © 
By his authority [ will proclaim it, | 
T8 he, which finds him, — aeg — | 
inging the.murderous goward to the flake ; 
Ho AE nals him, 2 e * 
Zam. When l diſſuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt ſpeech = 
I threaten'd to diſcover nine replied, 
Thou unpoſſeſſing baſtard] dôſt thou think, 
« If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſal 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth, in thee "Np 
« Make thy words faith? No: what I ſhould deny, 
« (As this [ would; ay, though thou didit produce 
« My very character) I'd turn it all! 


« To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned praQice 1 
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«« And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential ſpurs 
Jo make thee ſeek it.“ | NR within. | 
Glo. O ſtrange, faſten'd villain! | | | 
Would he deny his letter, ſaid he?—T never got him. 1 
Hark, theduke's trumpets! I know not why he comes: *\ 
All ports I'll bar; the villain ſhall not ſcape ; 
The duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his picture 
1 will ſend far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him: and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable: 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 
Corn. How now, my noble friend? fince I came hither, 
(Which 1 can call but now) I have heard ſtrange news. | 
Reg. If it be true, all vergeance comes too ſhort, 
Which can purſue the offender. How does my lord? 4 
Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack'd! | 
Reg. What, did my father's godſon ſeek your life? 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar? " 
Glo. O, lady, lady, ſhame would have it hid! | 


Reg. Was he not companion With the riotous knights A 
That rend upon my father ? | 


| 
; e 1 
1 GH: I know not, madam :; j 

It is too bad, too bad ! | 

* Edm. Ves, madam, he was of that conſort. \| 


Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill- affected; 

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 

To have the expence and waſte of his revenues. 

1 have this preſent evening from my fiſter 

Been well inform'd of them; and with ſuch cautions, 
That, if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 

I'll not be there. 

Corn, Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan. 
Edmund, I hear that you have ſhewn your father 
A child-like othice. 

Edm. * Twas my duty, fir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice; and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
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orn. Is he purſu'd ? 
lo. Ay, my good lord. | F 

Corn, If he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm: make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe---For you, und, y 
Whoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant 
So much commend itſelf, you ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need; 
You we firſt ſeize on. 

Eam. I ſhall ſerve you, ſir, 
Truly, however elſe. | 

Gh. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn, You know not why we came to viſit you 
- Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon; threading dark- ey d night, 
Occaſion, noble Gloſter, of ſome prize, 
Wherein we muſt have uſe of your ad vice 
Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our ſiſter, 
Of differences, which I beft thought it fit 
To anſwer from our home; the ſeveral meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch. Our good old friend 
Lay comforts to your boſom ; and beſtow 
Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 

Glo. I ſerve you, madam: 
Your graces are right welcome. [ Exeunt. 


SC.R"NE . 
Enter Kent and Steward ſeverally. 


$:ew, Good even to thee, friend: Art of this houſe! 
Kent. Ay. , 
Stew. Where may we ſet our horſes? | 
Kent. I' th' mire. | 
Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 
Kent. I love thee not. 
. Stew, Why then care not for thee. 
Kent. If J had thee in Lipſbury pinfold, I would 
make thee-care for me. 
Steno. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not. 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 
Stew, What doſt thou know me for? 


3 


uſe! 


ould 


not. 
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Kent. A knave, a raſcal, an eater of broken meats; . 


a baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hun- 
dred-pound, filthy worſted-ſtocking knave; a lily-1:- 
ver'd, aftion-taking knave; a whoreſon, glaſs-gaz- 
ing, fajier-erviceatile, finical rogue; one-trunk-inhe- 


riting ſlave; one that would'ſt be a bawd, in way of 


g ſervice, and art nothing but the compoſition of 
a knave, beggar, coward, pandar, and the ſon. and 
heir of a mungrel bitch: one whom I will beat into 
clamorous whining, if thou deny'ſt the leaſt ſyllable of 
thy addition. | | 

Stexwv, Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
Gee? -- - 3 

Kent, What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny 
thou know'ſt me? Is it two days ago, ſince I tript 
up thy heels, and beat thee, before the king? Draw, 
you rogue: for though it be night, yet the moon 
ſhines; I'll make a ſon o' the moonſhine of you: 
Draw, you whoreſon cullionly barber-monger, draw. 

8 . | Drawing his fword. 

Stew. Away; I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you raſcal: you come with letters 
againſt the king ; and take vanity the puppet's part, 
Apainſt the royalty of her father: Draw, you rogue, 
or [I'll ſo carbonado your ſhanks :—draw, your raſcal; 
come your ways. 3 

Stew. Help, ho! murder! help! | 

Kent. Strike, you ſlave; ſtand, rogue, ſtand; you 
neat ſlave, ftrike. 2 [Beating him. 

Stew. Help, ho! murder! murder! ' © 
Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, and Servants. 

Eam. How now? What's the matter? Part. | 

Kent, With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe : 
come, I'II fleſh you; come on, younganaſter. 

Glo, Weapons! arms! What's the matter here? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies that ſtrikes again: What is the matter? 

Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the king. 

Corn. What 1s your difference? Speak. 

Vol. VII. I 3 
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Stew, I am ſcarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtirr'd your valour. 
You cowardly raſcal, nature diſclaims in thee; 

A tailor made thee. | 
Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow: 
A tailor make a man? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, fir: a ſtone- cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him ſo ill, though they had been 
but two hours at the trade. ; | 
. Corn, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Steww. This ancient rufhan, fir, whoſe life I have ſpar'd 
At ſuit of his grey-beard, 
Kent. Thou whoreſon zed! thou unneceſſary letter! 
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this 
unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
Jakes with him,---Spare my grey beard, you wagtail? 
Cornu. Peace, firrah ! | 
You beaſtly knave, you know no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, fir; but anger hath a privilege. 

Cora. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That ſuch a bare, as is ſhould wear N 
Who wears no honeſty. Such ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords ia EEE 
Too intrinſicate t* unlooſe : ſooth ev'ry paſſion 
That in the nature of their lords rebels; Fu 
Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods ; 

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their maſters; 
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following.--- 
A plague upon your epileptic viſage! 

Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 

| Gooſe, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 

1'd drive you cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out? ſay that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than I and ſuch a knave, | ; 
Corn. Why doſt thou call him knave ? What's his 

: offence ? 

- Kent. His countenance likes me not. 


his 


* 
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Corn. No more; perchance, does mine, or his, or hers. 

Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain 
J have ſeen better faces in my time | 
Than ſtand on any ſhoulder that I ſee 
Before me at this inſtant, 

Corn, This is ſome fellow, 8 Tf 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect o 
A ſaucy roughneſs; and conſtrains the garb, _ 

Quite from his nature: He cannot flatter, he! 
An honeſt mind and plain, —he muſt ſpeak truth: j 
An they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain. K | 
Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 1 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, | | 
Than twenty filly ducking obſervants, e 99 
That ſtretch their duties nicely, ö 

Kent. Sir, in good ſooth, or in ſincere verity, 
Under the allowance of your grand aſpect, | 
Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phcebus? front, 

Corn. What mean'ſt thou by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you diſcom- 
mend ſo much. I know, fir, I am no flatterer : he that | 
beguil'd you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave; | 
which, for my part, I will not be, though I ſhould | 
win your diſpleaſure to entreat me to it. | 

Corn. What was the offence you gave him? 

Stew. I never gave him any: 

It pleas'd the king his maſter, very late, 

To ſtrike at me, upon his miſconſtruction; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his diſpleaſure, 
Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, that 
That bes him, got praiſes ofthe king 

For him attempting who was ſelf-ſubdu'd ; 

And, in the fleſhment of this dread exploit, 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of theſe rogues, and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks, ho! | 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart, 
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We'll teach yon 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: ' 
Call not your ftocks for me: I ſerve the king; 
On whoſe employment I was ſent to you: 
You ſhall do {all reſpect, ſhew too bold malice 
Againſt the grace and perſon of my maſter, 
Stocking his meſſenger. | | 
Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks ;— 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he fit till noon. 
Regan. Till noon! *till night, my lord; and all 
night too, 
Kent, Why madam, if I were your father's. dog, 
You ſhould not uſe me fo, 
Regan. Sir, being his knave, I will. 
| [Stocks brought out. 
Corn. This is a fellow of the ſelf-ſame colour 
Our ſiſter ſpeaks of: Come, bring away the ſtocks. 
Glo, Let me beſeech your grace not to do ſo: f 
His fault is much, and the good king his maſter 
Will check him for't: your purpos'd low correction 
Is ſuch, as baſeſt and the meaneſt wretches, 
For pilſerings and moſt common treſpaſſes, 
Are puniſh'd with: the king muſt take it ill, 
That he, ſo ſlightly valu'd in his meſſenger, 
Should have him thus reſtrain'd. 
Corn. I'll anſwer that. 
Reg. My ſiſter may receive it much more worſe, 
To have her geatleman abus'd, aſſaulted, 
For following her affairs Put in his legs —— _ 
[ Kent is put in the flocks. 
Come, my good lord; away. L | 
[Exeunt Regan, and Cornwall. 
Glo. I am ſorry for thee, friend; tis the duke's 
| leaſure, 
Whoſe diſpoũtion, all the world well knows, 
Will not be rubb'd, nor ſtopp'd : I'll entreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not fir; 1 have watch'd, and tra- 
vell'd hard; . | | 
Some time I {hall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle, 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels; 
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Give you good morrow ! wa | 
Glo. The duke's to blame in this; *twill be ill ta- 
ken. | 
Kent. Good king, that muſt approvethe common ſaw! 
Thou out of heaven's. benediction com'ſt . 
To the warm ſun! 
Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
[Looking up to the moon. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruſe this letter 1 almoſt ſees miracles 
But miſery I know, tis from Cordelia; | 
[Reading the letter. 
, Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obſcur'd courſe ;—and all find time 
From this enormous flate, —— ſeeking to give | 
Loſſes their remedies All weary and o'er-watch'd, 
Take hangs 35 heavy eyes, not to behold 


This ſhameful lodging. > 
Fortune, good night; ſmile once more; turn thy 
wheel! [He ſleeps F 
S. C BNE HE 
A part of the Heath. 
Enter Edgar. 


Edg. 1 heard myſelf proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free; no place, 
That guard, and moſt unuſual vigilance, | 
Does not attend my taking. While I may *ſcape, 
ill preſerve myſelf: and am bethought 
o take the baſeſt and moſt pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beaſt; my face VI! grime With filth; 
Blanket my loins; elf all my hair in knots ; 
And with preſented nakedneſs out-face 

he winds, and perſecutions of the ſky. 

e country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 


Pins, wocden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary ; 
| 5" MER | 
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And with this horrible object, from low farms, 

Poor pelting villages, ſheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, ſometime with prayers, 
Inforce their charity.—Poor Turlygood; poor Tom! 
That's ſomething yet ;——KEdgar I nothing am. [ Exit. 


SCE N E IV. 


Earl of Gloſter's Caſtle. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear. n ſtrange, that they ſhould ſo depart from 
ome. 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. 

Gent. As I learn'd, ' 
The night before there was no purpoſe in them | 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble maſter | 

Lear. How | mak*ſt thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent, No, my lord. | 

Fool. Ha, ha: look! he wears cruel garters! Hor- 
ſes are ty*d by the heads; dogs and bears by the neck; 
monkies by the loins, and men by the legs: when a 
man is over-luſty' at legs, then he wears wooden ne- 
ther-ſtocks. 

| Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy place miſtook 
To ſet thee here? 
Kent, It is both he and ſhe, 
Your ſon and daughter, 
2 No. 
ent. Yes. 
Lear. No, I ſay. 
Kent. I ſay, yea. 
Lear. No, no; they would not. 
Kent. Ves, they have. 
Lear, By Jupiter, I ſwear no. 
Kent. By Juno, I ſwear ay 
Lear. They durſt not doi t:: | 
They could not, would not do't; 'tis worſe than murder 
To do upon reſpe& ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me, with all modeſt haſte, which way 


Thou might'& deferve, or they unpoſe, this uſage, 


* 


A I. 


Coming from us. | 
Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highgeſs' letter to them, 
Ere I was riſen from the place that ſhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking poſt, 
Stewed in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Goneril his miſtreſs, ſalutations ; | 
Deliver'd letters, ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read: on whoſe contents, 
They ſummon'd up their meiny, ftraight took horſe ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leiſure of their anſwer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other meſſenger, 
Whoſe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poiſon'd mine, 
(Long the very fellow which of late 
iſplay'd ſo faucily again your highneſs) 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew ; 
He rais'd the houſe with loud and coward cries : 
Your ſon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth 
The ſhame which here it ſuffers. 
Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geeſe fly 
that way. 
Fathers, that wear rags, 
Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, that bear bags, 
Shall ſee their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. | 
But, for all this, thou ſhalt have as many dolours 
from thy dear daughters, as thou can'ft tell in a year. 
Lear. O, how this mother ſwells toward my heart ? 
Ayſterica paſſio ! down, thou climbing ſorrow, 
Thy element's below! Where is this daughter? 
Kent. With the earl, ſir, here within. | 


Lear, Follow me not; ſtay here. [ Exit. 
4 Gent. Made you no more offence than what you 


Kent. None. 
How Chance the king comes with ſo ſmall a train? 


3 Fool, An thou hadſt been ſet in the ſtocks for that 
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queſtion, thou hadft well deſerv'd it. 
Gent. Why, fool? F 
Fool. We'll ſet thee to ſchool toanant, to teach thee 
there's no labouring in the winter. All that follow 
their noſes are led by their eyes, but blind men; and 
there's not a noſe among twenty but can ſmell him that's 
ſtinking. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs 
down a hill, leſt it break thy neck with following it; 
but the great one that goes up the hill, let him 5 
thee after. When a wile man gives thee better counſel, 
give me mine again: I would have none but knaves 
ollow it, ſince a fool gives it. 
That, fir, which ſerves and ſeeks for gain, 
And follows but for form, 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the ſtorm. 
But I will tarry: the fool will tay, 
And let the wiſe man fly: 
The knave turns fool, that runs away : 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent, Where learn'd you this fool? 
Fcol. Not i' the ſtocks, fool. 
Re. enter Lear, with Glaſter. | 
Lear. Deny to ſpeak with me? They are ſick, they 
are weary ? A 
They have travell'd hard to night? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off! 
Fetch me a better anſwer. 
Glo. My dear lord, N | 
You know the fiery quality of the duke; 
How unremoveable and fixt he is 


In his own courſe, 


Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confuſion ! 

ey what quality? Why, Gloſter, Gloſter, 

I'd k with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 
Glo, Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them ſ- 
Lear. Inform'd them! doſt thou underſtand me, man 
Glo. Ay, my good lord. | 
Lear, The king would ſpeak with Cornwall; the 

dear father 0 


* *. . 
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Would with his daughter ſpeak ; commands her ſervice: 
Are they imform'd of this?—My breath and blood ! 
Fiery? the fiery duke? Tell the hot duke, that 
No, but not yet may be he is not well: 
Infirmity doth ſtill negleR all office, 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourſelves 
When nature, being oppreſs'd, commands the mind 
To ſuffer with the Tod. : I'll forbear ; 
And am fallen out with my more headier wall, 
To take the indiſpos'd and fickly fit 
For the ſound man.— Death on my ſtate! wherefore 
[Looking on Kent. 
Should he ſit here? This act perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my ſervant forth: 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd ſpeak with them, 
Now, 13 ; bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, Slap to death. 
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. Exit. 
Lear. O me, my heart, my riſing heart! - but down. 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when ſhe put them i' the paſte alive; the rapt em 
o' the coxcombs with a ſtick, and cry'd, « Down, 
wantons, down:“ Twas her brother, that in pure 
kindneſs to his horſe, butter'd his hay. 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glefter, and Servants, 
Lear. Good-morrow to you both, 
Corn Hail to your grace! [Kent is ſet at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your highneſs. 1 7 
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what reaſon 
I have to think ſo: if thou ſhould'ſt not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulch'ring an adultreſs. O, are you free: [7d Kent 
Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan, 
Thy ſiſter's naught ; O Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unł indneſs, like a vulture, here, 
| [ Paints to his heart, 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe, 
Of how deprav'd a quality—O Regan! 
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Rep. I pray you, fir, take patience; I have - 
You ſos 52a, ow to value mY deſert, * 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. | 
Lear. Say? how 1s that ? 
Reg. I cannot think, my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation; If, fir, perchance, 
She have reſtrain'd the riots of your followers, 
Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end, 
As clears her from all blame, 
Lear. My curſes on her. 
Reg. O, fir, you are old; 
Nature in you ſtands on the very verge 
Of her confine ; you ſhould be rul'd, and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than yourſelf : Therefore, I pray you, 
'That to our ſiſter you do make return; 
Say, you have wrong'd her, fir, 
Lear. Aſk her forgivenels ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houſe ? 
Dear daughter, I confeſs that I am old: 
Age is unneceſſary; on my knees I beg, [ Kneeling. 
. That you'll vouchſafe me raiment, bed, and food. 
Reg. Good fir, no more; theſe are unſightly tricks: 
Return you to my ſiſter, 
Lear. Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my train; 
Look'd black upon me; ſtruck me with her tongue 
Moſt ſ{erpent-like, upon the very heart 
All the ftor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ungrateful top! Strike her young bones, 
2 You taking airs, with lameneſs! 
Corn. Fie, fir, fie! | | 
Tear. Vou nimble ligbtaings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her ſcornful eyes! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-ſuck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful ſun, 
To fall and blaſt her pride! 
Reg. O the bleſt Gods! | 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe; 
Thy tender-hefted nature ſhall not give 


395 KING LEAR, Ad 11. 


Thee o'er to harſhneſs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort and not burn: Tis not in thee Ty 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cat off my train, 
To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And, in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my coming in: thou better know'ſt 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courteſey, dues of gratitude; 
Thy half o' the kingdom thou hath not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. | 
Reg. Good fir, to the purpoſe. [Trumpets within. 
Lear. Who put my man i' the ſtocks ? 
Corn. What trumpets that? 
FR nter Steward. 
Reg. Tl know't, my ſiſter's : this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here.—Is your lady come? 
Lear. This is a ſlave, whoſe eaſy borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : 
Out varlet, from my ſight ! 
Corn. What mens your grace? 
Lear. Who ſtock'd my ſervant? Regan, I have good 


ho | 
Thou didſt xg know on't.—Who comes here? O hea- 
vens, 
Enter Goneril. 
If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 8 
Allow obedience, if yourſelf are old, L 


Make it your cauſe ; ſend down, and take my 18 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ?— [ 1s Gon. 
O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 
Gon. Why not by the hand, fir? How have I of- 
 fended? © 
All's not offence, that indiſcretion finds, 
And dotage terms ſo. | 
Lear. O, ſides, you are too tough 
Will you yet hold How come my man i' the ſtocks ? 
Corn. I ſet hin. there, fir : but his own diſorders 
Deſery'd much leſs advancement. 
Lear. You! did you? | 
Reg. J pray you, father, being weak, ſeem ſo, 


396 KING LEAR, AZ II. 
If, *till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and ſojourn with my fiſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your train, come then tome; 
I am now from home, and out of that proviſion _ 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her, and fifty men diſmiſs'd ? 
No, rather I abjure-all roofs, and chooſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o' the air; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Neceſlity's _ pinch! Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerleſs tool 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and fquire-like, penſion beg 
To keep baſe life afoot ;—Return.w ith her? 
Perſuade me rather to be ſlave and ſumpter 
To this deteſted groom. [ Looking on the leward. 
Gon. At your choice, fir. ; 
Lear, Now I pry*thee,daughter, donot make me mad: 
I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another ;— 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter; 
Or, rather, a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Which I muſt needs call mine: thou art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, an emboſſed carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee ; 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it: 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, © 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging ſove: 
. Mend, when thou canſt; be better, at thy leiſure : 
I can be patient; I can ſtay with Regan, 
I; and my hundred knights. 4, 
Reg. Not altogether ſo, fir; _ 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome: Give ear, fir, to my fifter ; 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſions, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and Fa 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. | 
Lear. Is this well ſpoken now? | 
Reg. I dare 5 it, fir: What fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What ſhould you need of more ? 
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Yea, or ſo many ? fith that bath charge and danger 
Speak gainſt ſo great a number? How, in one houle, 
Should many people under two commands, 

Hold amity? *Tis hard; almoſt impoſſible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendants 
From thoſe that ſhe calls ſervants, or from mine? 

Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanc'd to 

. ſlack you, ! 
We could controul them: If you will come to me, 
(For now I ſpy a danger) I intreat you 
To bring but five-and- twenty; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice, | 

Lear, I gave you all 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made yon my guardians, my depoſitaries; 
But kept a reſervation to be follow'd | 
With ſuch a number: What, muſt I come to you 
With five-and-twenty, Regan? ſaid you ſo? 

Reg. And ſpeak it again, my lord; no more with me. 

Lear. Thoſe wicke res yet do look well-fa- 

vour'd, 2 
When others are more wicked; not being the worſt, 


Stands in ſome rank of praiſe:— I'll go with thee; 


[Td Goneril. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon, Hear me, my lord; | 
What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a houſe, where twice fo: many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous : | 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beaſt's: thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, E 51 
Why, nature needs not What thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm. — But, or true needs, 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience l need! 


Youſee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
VL. VII. ths 4 
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As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be you that ſtir theſe daughters? hearts 
Againſt their father, fool me not ſo much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger! 
O, let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks !-—No, you unnatural hags, 
1 will have ſuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world ſhall, —I will do ſuch things, — 
What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think, Þ ll weep: 
No, I'll not weep: 
I have full cauſe of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thouſand flaws, 
Or ere I'll weep :—O fool, I ſhall go mad! 
[Exeunt Lear, Glofter, Kent, and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twall be a ſtorm. 
[ Storm and tempeſt heard. 
Reg. This houſe is little; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. +. , 
Gon. T is his own blame;hehath put himſef from reſt, 
And muſt needs taſte his folly L 
Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 
Gon. So am I purpos'd. 
Where 1s my lord of Gloſter? 
| Re-enter Gloſter. i 
Corr. Follow'd the old man forth :—he is return'd. 
Glo. The king is in high rage. 
Corn, Whither 1s he going ? 
Glo. He calls to horſe; but will I know not whither. 
Corn. Tis beſt to give him way; he leads himſelf. 
Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do ſorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There's ſcarce a buſh. | 
Reg. O, fir, to wilful men, 
'The 1njuries, that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their ſchool-maſters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a deſperate train; 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 
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To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear, 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; tis a wild night; 
My Regan counſels well: come out o' the ſtorm. 


Exeunt'.- 
— ſ — em_———_— N Wo 
ACT m. SCENE * 
A Heath. 


A Storm is beard, with thunder and lighining. Enter 
Kent, and a Gentleman, meeting. 


Kent. HO's there, befides foul weather? 
Gent. One minded like the weather, moſt 
unquietly. 

Kent. I know you; Where's the king? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element: 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the ſea, 
Or ſwell the curled waters bove the main, 
That things might change, or ceaſe: tears his white hair: 
Which the impetuous blaſts, with eyeleſs rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strives in his little world of man to out- ſcorn 
The to- and · fro- conflicting wind and rain. | 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the fool; who labours to outjeſt 
His heart-ſtruck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, 1 do know you; 
And dare, upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is diviſion, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 
With mutual cunning, *twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Who have (as who have not, that their great ſtars 
Throne and ſet high?) ſervants, who ſeem no leſs; 
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Which are to France the ſpies and ſpeenlations 
Intelligent of our ſtate ; what hath been ſeen, 
Either in ſnuffs and packings of the dukes; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 

Againſt the old kind king; or ſomething deeper, 

Whereof, perchance, theſe are but furmſhings ;— 

But, true it is, from France there comes a power 

Into thagſcatter'd kingdom; who already, 

Wiſe1 negligence, have ſecret fee 

In ſome of our beſt ports, and are at point 

To ſhew their open banner, Now to you: 

If on my credit you dare build ſo far 

To make your ſpeed to Dover, you ſhall find 

Some that will thank you, making juſt report 

Of how unnatural and bemadding ſorrow  _. 

The king hath cauſe to plain, 1 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding, 

And from ſome knowledge and aſſurance, offer 

This office to you; 

Gent. 1 will talk-further with you. 
Kent. No, do not. . 

For confirmation that I am much more 

Than my out-wall, open this purſe, and take 

What it contains: If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you ſhall) ſhew her this ring; 

And ſhe will tell you who your fellow is 

That yet you do not know, Fie on this ſtorm ! 

I will go ſeek the king. | 
Gent, Give me your hand : Have you no more to ſay? 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet; 

That, when we have found the king, (in which your pain 

That way; I'll this,) he that erk Ugbes on him, 


Holla the other. | [ Excunt jeverally, 
. 
Another Part of the Haatb. 


Sterm till. Euter Lear, and Fool. 


Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! 
* blow! | 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ſpout 
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Till you have drench'd our ſteeples, drow n'd the cocks! 
You ſulphurous and thought- executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak- leaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my White head! And, thou all — thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds; all germens {pill at once, 
That make ungrateful man 
Fool. O nuncle, court holy water in a dry houſe is 
better than the rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, 
in, and aſk thy daughters bleſſing; here's a night 
pities neither wiſe men nor fools; 
Lear. Rumble thy belly full! Spit, fire! ſpout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you; you elements, with unkindneſs, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no ſubſcription; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure; here I ſtand, your ſlave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man 
But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, - 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd- 
Your high-engender'd battles: gainſt a head 
So old and white as this. O! Ol! ”tis foul! 
Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a- 
good head-piece.. 
The cod piece that will houſe, 
Before the head has any: 
The head and he ſhall lone. 
So beggars marry many, . 
The man that makes his toe 
What he his heart ſhould male, 
Shall of a corn cry, woe { 
And turn his fleep to wake. | 
Por there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made 
mouths in a glaſs. . 
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Enter Kent, 
Lear. No, I will be the pattern ef all patience, I 
will fay nothing. | 
Kent. Who's there? | 
Fool. Marry, here's grace, and acod-piece; that's a 
wiſe man and a fool, 2 | 
k 2- 
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Kent. Alas, fir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe ; the wrathful ſkics 
Gallow'the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves: Since I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard: man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear, 
Tear. Let the great gods, „ 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. 'Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, | 
Unwhipt of jyſtice: Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou perjur'd, and thou ſimular man of virtue 
That art inceſtuous: Caitiff, to pieces ſhake, 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming | 
Haſt pra&tis'd on man's life !—Cloſe An guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace. — I am a man, | 
More ſinn'd againſt; than ſinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel: 
Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainſt the tempeſt; 
Re poſe you there: while I to this hard houſe 
(More hard than is the ſtone whereof *tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, aud foree 
Their ſcanted courtely. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come-on, my boy: How doſt, my boy? Art cold? 
Jam cold myſelf.— Where is this ſtraw, my fellow? 
The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, . + 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your 

hovel.— | 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has a little tiny awit,— 

With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain— 

Muſt make content with his fortunes fit 5 

For the rain it raineth every day. 
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Lear. True, my good boy.—Come, bring us to 
this hovel. | | [ Exit. 
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. 
I'll ſpeak a prophecy ere | go: L 
When prieſts are more in word than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors? tutors ; 
No heretics burn'd, but wenches ſuitors: « 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee' t, 
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That going ſhall be us'd with feet.— ' 

When every caſe in law is right; | 4 

No ſquire in debt, nor no poor knight; Fl 
When ſlanders do not live in tongues ; Ml! 
Nor cut-purſes come not to throngs ; | [' 
When uſarer's tell their gold 1' tae field ; "| 
And bawds, and whores, do churches build; an 
Then ſhall the realm of Albion "210 
Come to great confuſion. | 1 
This prophecy Merlin ſnall make; for I live before = 
his time. . Exil. Ul 
S.C E NE I. 1 
An Apartment in Glofter's Caſtle. 2p 

Enter Glofter, and Edmund. 36 

Glo, Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this vanatu- | | 
ral dealing: When 1 deſired their leave that I might "I 
pity him, they took from me the uſe of mine own houie; 4 
charg'd me, on pain of their perpetual diſpleaſure, 3H 
neither to ſpeak of him, entreat for him, nor any way 1 
ſuſtain him. 7 40 
Edm. Moſt ſavage and unnatural ! 4h 
Glo. Go to; ſay you nothing: there is diviſion be- 15 
tween the dukes; and a worſe matter than that: I it 
have received a letter this night ;—'tis dangerous to 0 
be ſpoken. L have lock'd the letter in my cloſet : 1 


theſe injuries the king now bears will be revenged 
home; there is part of a power already footed : we 
muſt incline to the king. I will ſeek him, and privily u 
relieve him: go you, and maintain talk with the duke, 
that my charity be not of him perceived: If he aſk 
for me, 1 am ill, and gone to bed, If I die for 
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it, as no leſs is threaten'd me, the king my old maſter 
muſt be relieved. There is ſome ſtrange think to 
ward, Edmund; pray you, be careful. Exit. 
Edm. This courteſy, forbid thee, ſhall the duke 
Inſtantly know; and of that letter too: 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my father loſgy ; no leſs than all: 
The younger riſes, when the old doth fall, [Zxir. 
S\ GM E N. E —_= 
A part of the Heath, with a Hovel. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. | 
Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enter: 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm frill.. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here; 
Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 
Kent. I'd rather break mine own: Good my lord, enter. 
Lear. En think'ſ ' tis much, that this contentious: 
b Orm - d F 
Invades us to the ſkin: ſo 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The leſſer 1s ſcarce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a bear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging ſea, 
Thou'dſt _ the bear 1 the 8 hen the mind's: 
ree, | | 
The body's delicate: the tempeſt in my mind 
Doth from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. —Fllial-ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth ſhould tear this hand, 


For lifting food to't ?—But I will puniſh home: N 
No, I will weep no more. —In ſuch a night th 
To ſhut me out! Pour on; I will endure :— * 
In ſuch a night as this! O Regan, Goneril !— Keg 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave you all. F 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that ; 8 
No more of that, 1 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 2 


Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf; ſeek thine own caſe ;. = 
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This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 

On things would hurt me more.—But I'll goin :— 

In, boy ;—go firſt.¶ 2b the Fool.) You houſeleſs 

verty ,—— | 

Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll ſſeep.— 
| N [ Fool goes in. 

Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, | 

That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm, 

How ſhall your "wind heads, and unfed ſides, 
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Your loop'd and wi d raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O, I have ta'en - 

Too little care of this! Take phyſic, pomp ; , 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what,wretches feel: 

That thou may'ſt ſhake cheduperflux to them, 

And ſhew the heavens more juſt. i 

Egg. [ vit hin.] Fathom and half, fathom and half! 

Poor Tom! 5 | | 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a ſpirit. 
__ me, help me! 1 he fool runs out from the 1. 

ent. Give me thy hand—— Who's there? 

Fool. A ſpirit, a ſpirit; he ſays his name's Poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble there Y the 
ſtraw? 1 | ITN 
Come forth. 

; Enter Edgar, diſguis'd as a madman. . 

Edg. Away ! the foul nend follows me 
Thro' the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Humph! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Haſt thou given all to thy two daughters? 

And art thou come to this?: (pint 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame 
through ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire7; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew ; ſet ratſbane by his porridge ; made him proud 
of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horſe over four- 
inch'd bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor : 
—PBleſs thy five wits ! Tom's a cold.---Q, do de, do 
de, do, de,-- Bleſs thee from: whirlwinds, ſtar-blaſting, 
and taking! Do poor Tom ſome charity, whom the 
foul ſiend vexes: There could J have him now. 
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* and there,---and there, and there again, and there, 
| * [ Storm fill, 
Lear, ne) have his daughters brought him to this 
Paſs ? | 
Could'ſt thou ſave nothing ? Didſt thou give them all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a blanket, elſe we had been 
all ſhamed, 
Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters ! 
Kent. He hath no — 2 
Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have ſubdued 
nature | 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters, 
It is the faſhion that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? 
udicious puniſhment ! *twas this fleſh begot 
hoſe pelican daughters. 
Eg. Pillicock tat on pillicock-hill ;— 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 
Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen, 
' Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend : Obey thy parents; 
keep thy word juſtly; ſwear not; commit not with 
man's ſworn ſpouſe; ſet not thy ſweet heart on proud 
| array: Tom's a-cold. 
| Lear, What haſt thon been ? 
| Edge. A ferving-man, proud in heart and mind 
that curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the 
| luſt of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs 
with her: ſwore as many oaths as I ſpake words, and 
broke them in the ſweet face of heaven: one that ſlept 
in the contriving of luſt, and wak'd todo it: Wine to 
lov'd I deeply; dice dearly; and in woman, out- th 
ramour'd the Turk.: Falſe of heart, light of ear, ea 
| loody of hand ; Hog in ſloth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in thi 
| greedineſs, dog in madneſs, lion in prey. Let not the in; 
| creaking of ſhoes, nor the ruſtling of ſilks, betray thy ſto 
| poor heart to women: Keep thy foot out of brothels, thi 
| thy hand out of plackets, thy * from lenders' books, rid 
and dety the foul fiend, —Still through the hawthorn 
blows the cold wind: Says ſuum, mun, ha no nonny,, ; 
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dolphin my boy, boy, Seſſy; let him trot by. [ Storm fill. 

Lear. Why thou were better in thy grave, than to 
anſwer with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the 
ſkies.---Is man no more than this? Conſider him well: 
thou oweſt the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the 
ſheep no wol, the cat no perfume :---Ha! here's three 
of us are ſophiſticated !---Thou art the thing itſelf; 
unaccommodated man is no more but ſuch a'poor, bare, 
forked animal as thou art.---Of, off, youlendings :--- 
Come; unbutton here. [Tearing off his cloths. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented; this is a 
naughty night to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild 
field, were like an old lecher's heart; a ſmall ſpark, 
and all the reſt of his body cold.— Look, here comes 
a walking fire. * 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: he be- 
gins a curfew, and walks *till the firſt cock; he gives 
the web and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the 
hare-lip; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the 
poor creature of earth. | 

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold ; 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her alight, 
And her troth plight, 

And, Aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thes ! 

Kent, How fares your grace? 

Enter Glefter, with a torch, 

Lear. What's he? 

Kent, Who's there? What is't you ſeek ? 

Glo. What are you there? Your names ? 

Eag. Poor Tom; that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
toad, the tad pole, the wall-newt, and the water-newt; 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, 
eats cow-dung for ſallets; ſwallows the old rat, and 
the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of the ſtand- 
ing pool; who is whipt from tything to tything, and 
ſtock'd, puniſh'd, and impriſon d; who hath had 
three ſuits to his back, fix ſhirts to his body, horſe to 
ride, and weapon to wear, — 

But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer, 

Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year, 
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Beware my follower :—Peace, Smolkin; peace, thou 
F - fend _ | 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company? 
 Eag. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman; 
Modo he's call'd, and Mahu. 
 _ Glo, Our fleſh and blood, my lord, is grown ſo vile, 

That it doth hate what gets it, 
. Eqdg. Poor Tom's a-cold. | 

lo. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands: 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this :yrannous night take hold upon you; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come ſeek you out, ' 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Pird let me talk with this philtoſopher :— 
What 1s the cauſe of thunder ? | | 
Kent. My good lord, take his offer; 

Go into the houſe, | 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this ſame learned Theban: 
What is your ſtudy ? 

Egg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin, 

Lear. Let me aſk you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord, 
His wits begin to unſettle. 

Glo. Canſt thou blame him? [ Storm ftil!. 
His daughters ſeek his death ;—Ah, that good Kent! 
He ſaid it would be thus: Poor baniſh'd man 
Thou ſay'ſt, the king grows mad; 1'11 tell thee friend, 
I am almoſt mad myſelf: I had a ſon, | 
Now out-law'd from my blood; he ſought my life, 
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend, — * 
No father his ſon dearer: true to tell thee, 

The grief hath craz'd my wits; What a night's this ! 
I do beſoech your grace, — | | 
Lear. O, cry you mercy, ſir —— 
Noble philoſopher, your company. 
Edg. Tom's a-cold. 
lo. In, fellow, there, tothe hovel: keep thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let's in all. | 
Kent, This way, my lord, 
. 


Ag V. 


Lear. With him; „ eee 
I will keep ſtill with my'philoſopher, . v 
Kent, Goed my lord, ſooth him; let him take the 
fellow, | 
Gh. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along wich us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Glo. No words, no words; hulk. 
Ede. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, | 
1is word was Aill, —Fie, Fab „ and fum, 
J ſmell the blood of a Britiſh man. [Exeunt, 


s C Nn v. 
Glefter's Caftl. 
Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 


Cod Iwill have my revenge, ere [ depart this houſe. 
Zam. How, my lord, I may be cenſur'd, that na- 


ture thus gives way to loyalty, ſomething fears me to 


think of. _ 4 e 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not toge er your 
brother's evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death; 
but a provoking merit, ſet a-work by a reprovable 
badnefs in himſelf. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
peat to be juſt! 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advan- 
tages of France. O heavens! that and * were 
not, or not I the detector I 

Corn. Go with me to the an | 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty buſineſs in hand. 

11 Corn. True, or falſe, it hath made thee earl of Gloſ- 
ter. Seek out where thy father is, that he may be 
ready for our apprehenſion. 

Eam. [ Afide) If I find him comforting the ki 
it will ſtuff his ſuſpicion more fully.—I will _ 

BY vere in my courſe of 2 though the conflict be 

7 ſore between that and m 

Corn, I will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt find 
a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt, 

Vol. VII. L1 
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This is the letter which he ſpoke of, 
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„„ CU... 
4 Chamber-in a Falten Hoeuſe. 
Euter Gloſter, Lean, Kent, Fool, 2 ges 

Glo, Here is better than the open air; take it thank- 
Fully: ] will piece out the comfort with what addition 
J can: I will not belong from ou. © Exit. 

Kent. All the power 'of his wits has given way to 
his impatience.— The gods reward'your,kindneſs! 

Eqdg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is an 
angler in the lake of darkneſs. Pray, innocent, and 
' beware the foul fiend. e 
Feel. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman 
He a gentleman, or a yeoman? 

Lear. A king, a.king! 

Fool. No; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to 
a ſon: for he's a yeoman, that ſees his ſon a gen- 
tleman before M ĩ⁊ Hr 4 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon them 

Eag. The feul flend bites my er. 

Fool. He's mad; that truſts in the tameneſs of a wolf, 
a horſe's health, a boy's love, ora Whore'sath. 

Lear. It ſhall be done, I will arraign them ſtraight: 
Come, fit thou here, moſt learned juſticer ;—[To Edgar. 
Thou, ſapient fir, fit here. [79 the fool, |—Now, you 

ſhe fexes { : 

Zug. Look; where he ſtands and plares !— 

Wanteſt thou eyes at trial, madam ?. 
«« Come ober the bourn; Beſfy, to me - 

Foal.“ Her boat hath aleak, 7. 

« And ſhe muſt not ſp eas 
««. Why ſhe dares not come over to thee,” 

Eag. The foul fiend hannts. poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. | Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for 
two white herring. Croak not, black angel L have 
mo food for ther. | * 

Kent. How do you, fir? Stand you not ſo amaz'd: 
Will you lie down and reſt upon the cuſhions ? - 

Tear. II ſee their trial firſt: Bring in the evidence. 


Ce. 
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Thourobellman of juſtice, take thy place; [79 'Elgar. 
And thou, his e of equity. [Fo rhe Fool. 
Bench by his ide: are-of the oa. _ 
Sit you too. i o Kent. 
Ea. Let us deal jay. 
we Sos „or wakeſt this; Jolly: bebe? 
„% Thy ſheopibe? in the corn; 
pe W for one blaſt of thy minikin moutu, 
«© Thy ſhodpMalbexks no harm.” 
Purre ! the cat is grey, 7” 8 
Ita. Armign her firſt; 26s! Gonerll. 1 Here take 
my oath before this honourable Wen the kick d 
* her'fatler. 
Fool. Come hither, miſtreſs; i pour Gonetl? 
Lear. She cannot deny je. 
Fool. Cry, you merey, L'took you fora joint Nool. 
ear. Aud here's another, whoſe warpt looks proclaim 
What ſtore her heart is made on. top her there 
Arms, arms, fword, fre {Corruption in the * 
Falſe juſlicer, -why-haft thou let her ape?” 
Eag. Bleſs ty v Wits? | 


— O. piey i Sir, where is the patiener nauw, 


That you ſo oft have boaſted to vetain? 
Edg. My tears begin to take his- part ſo much 

They Il mr my; counterfeiting, © Len 
Lear. The littte-Yogs and all, 


Lag. Pom will throw his „ 

| Avaunt, you cuts! 
Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth chat poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, grey-heund, mungril | aps 

Hound, mk, el, brache, or 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle- tail; 

Tom will- malte him weep and wail : 

For, With throwing thus-my head, 

s leap the hatch, and all are fled, 

Do de, de de. Seſſy, come, march to wakes and fairs, 

And market towns :---Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan, fee what 


Tray, Blanch, and Se deen be, Wey dl at me. 
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| breeds about her heart s Is there any cauſe in nature, 
that makes theſe hard 7 Ne fir, I entertain 


ou for one of my hundred; Mũy, I do not like the 
aſhion of your garment ; you Will ſay, they are Per- 
lian attire; but let them be chang'd, + {To Edgar. 
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and reſt a while. 
Lear, Make no noiſe, make no noiſe; draw the curtains. 
So, ſo, ſo: We'll go toſupperi' the morning: So, ſo, ſo. 
Cool. And I'll go to bed at noon. | 
11, Re-enter Gloſter. | bi" 
Cle. Fqme dice friend: Where is the king my 
malie 4 | #33 1:4) 2 44 9 
Kent. Here, fir; but trouble him not, his its are gone. 
' Glo, Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him. 
There is a litter ready; lay him int 
And dtive toward Dover, ſtiend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both u elcome and protection. Take up thy maſter ; 
If thou ſhould 'ſt dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him 
Stand in aſſured loſs: Take up, take up: 
And fallow, me, that will to ſome — | 
Give thee quick Ad to] 


conduct. 
Kent. Oppreſſed nature ſleeps ji -- | 
This reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken ſeuſes; 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure,—Come, help to bear Ws maſter; 
Thou muſt not ſtay behind. I Zo the Fol. 
Co. Come, come, away. 104 7 
415 [Exeunt, bearing off the ling. 
; Manet Edgar. + 
Tag. When we our betters ſce bearing our woes, 
We ſcarcely think our miſeries our foes. | 
Who alone ſuffers, ſuffers. moſt. i' the mind ; 
L.caving free things, and happy ſhews, behind; 
But then the mind much ſufterance doth o'erſkip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowſhip. 
How light and portable my pain ſeems now, 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow; 
He childed, as J father d! Tom, away: 


Oc. } 
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Mark the high noiſes; and thyſelf bewray, 
When falſe * whoſe u rong thought defiles chee, 
In thy juſt — sand reconeiles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, ſafe ſcape the king! 
Lurk, Lurk.—— 22 
dN un. 

Glofter's Gate, 
Pater Corneall, N Goneril, Edmund, and Ser wants. 
Corn, Poſt ſpeedily to my lord your huſband ; ſhew 
him this letter. the army of France is landed: Seele 
on — —— Ir Gloſter. . 
him inſtantly. 
. Plu Pluck out no eyes. 
= Leave him to my diſpleaſure. —Edmutd, ke 
you our ſiſter company : the revenges we are nd, ep 
to take upon your: traiterous father, are not fit for 
your beholding; Adviſe the duke, when you are 
ing, to a moſt feſtinate preparation ; we are bound th to 
the like.. Our poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent 
betwixt us. 71 dear ſiſter ;---farewell, my 
Enter e 


How now? Where's the king? 

Stew. My lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence: 
Some five or ſix and thirty of his knights, 
Hot queſtriſts after him, met him at gate; 
Who, with ſome other of the lord's depend, 
Are gone with him towards Dover; v 
To have well-armed friends. 

Corn, Get horſes for your miſtreſs, - 15 

Gon. Fare wel, ſweet lord, and ſiſter. 

D Ereust Goneril, an E und. 

Corn. Edmund, Warn ſeek * traitor 

Gloſter, 
Pinion him like a thief, hin before us:: 
Though well we may ; bring upon his life 
Without the form of jaftice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtefy ” our wrath, which men | 
May blame, A ME 1 Who's there? The traitort 
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Euter Glofter, brou ght in by fervants. 
Reg. Ingrateful fox! 9 
Corn. Bind faſt his corky a 5 
Gh. Memory Four grace Good my friends 
__coniider 


You are my & rg do me no foul play, friends. 


Corn. Bind him, I ſay. © | They bind him. 
Reg. Hard, hard: LO filthy traitor! 
Glo: Unmereiful lady as you are, I am none. 
en To this chair bind him :--- Villain, thou ſhalt 
| "find [Regan plucks his beard. 
0b. By the kind gods, 'ris moſt  ignobly e 
To pluck me by the beard, 
Reg. So white, and uch a craitor! l 


b Pg Naughty lady, 
Theſe hairs; Laber 


h thou doſt — from my chin, 
Will quicken, and accuſe thee: I am your hoſt; 
With robbers' hands, my hoſpitable favours 
You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Corn, Come, ſir, what letters had you late from France? 
Reg. Be ſimple-anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 


Corn. And what confederacy have you with the traitors 


Late footed in the kingdom ? 
- Reg. To whoſe hayds have you ſent the lunatic king. 
Speak. | 


Glo. I have a letter gueſſingly ſet Aen. . 
Which came from one that's a: a ener ann 
And not from one oppos d. 

Cern. Cun ning. 

Reg. And falſe. 

Corn. Where haſt thou ſent the king? 

Glo. To Dove. a 

Neg. Wherefore to Dower? 

Waſt * not charg' d at perii·— 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let dim rf 3 . 
Glo. Im ty'd to the ſtalce, and I maſt ſtand the courſe: 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? - 17% 17 
Che Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel nails 

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy heres alen. 


In his e len le e Gags, 
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The ſea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his bare head 
In hell- black night e 
And quench'd the fires: yet, poor, old heart, 
He holp the heavens; to rain. 

If wolves had had at thy gate howl'd that ſtern time, 

Thou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, Good porter, turn the key; 

All cruels elſe ſabſcrib'd :---But I ſhall ſee 

The winged vengeance overtake ſuch children. 

Corn. See ĩt ſhalt thou never;---Fellows,hold the chair, 

Upon theſe eyes of thine I'll ſet my foot. 

{ Glofer is held down, while C orawall treads out 
one of his eyes.  * 
Glo, He, that will think to liv *rill he be old, 

Give me ſome help: O cruel! O ye gods | 
Reg. One fide will mock another 3 "ths over too. 
Corn. If you ſee vengeance, - | 
Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 5 

I have ſerv'd you ever ſince I was a child; 

But better ſervice have I never done ve 

Than now to bid you hold. 8 
Keg. How now, you * 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your thi; | 

I'd ſhake it on this * What do you mean? 
Corn, My villain [ Draws, and runs at him. 
Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the chance of 

anger, {| Fight; Cornwall is wounded. 

Reg. [ 16 another fer vant. ] Give me thy ſword 
A P ſtand up thus 

[Comes behind, and kills him. 

Serv. 0, I am ſlain My lord, oth you have one 


eye left _ * 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him —0 244 [ Dies. 
Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it: :—Ont, vile jelly! 
Where is thy luſtre no-? [Q Treadi the other out. 
Glo. All dark and gene ee my ſon 
 . "Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of nature, 3 
/ M44 43 5 


To quit this horrid act. 


Reg. \Out:atreltherony bil 1792-20) [ORIG 


Thoy 7 call f on him that hates thee: we oy 0 


d, would have +buoy'd up, 
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His way to Dover. How ist, my lord? How look you? 


To lead him Where he would; his coguuh madneſs 


ä Iv. SCENE I. 


225 By” better thus „and known to be contemn d, f 


Te loweſt 1. 22 moſt dejected ching of f ene, 


$3 INA Al. A N. 


That made the overture of thy ee Ws. 
Who is too good to pity the 91. 

Glo. O my. follie!i!̃!xk 
"Then Edgar was abus d.: 
Kind gods forgive me that, and — eh him! 

Reg. Go, thruſt him out at gates, and let him ſmell 


Corn. I have receiv id a hurt: Follow me, lady. 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain ;- Throw this flave 
Upon the dunghill, Regan, bleed apace: 
Untimely comes this hurt: Give me your arm. 

- [Exit Cornwall, led by Megan ua lead 
e Claſter ut. p of 1 
ft 0 Serv. Lil never care what wickedneſs I do, 
If this man come to geod. | 

24 Serv, If ſhe live long, | 
And, in the end, meet the old 8 of death, 
Women will all turn monſters, 

1/7 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and.get the Bedlam 


Allows itſelf to any thi | 
24 Serv. 2 1 Tach ſome flax, and whites 


B85» 
In N oke, bags, Now, heaven help him ! 
4 £ K. IExeunt ſever all hs 


1 4 *. f 
. 


ws + 


An opti Country. Enter Edgar. 


z ſtill contemn'd and flatter d. To be 


Stands ſtill in eſperange, lives not in bn A 
The lamentable change: is Tram Bs beſt; | 'T 
The worſt returns to ghee Nee , 


Thou ange * t embrace! 


—” 


Ad I. KING LEAR. 417 


The wretch, that thou haſt blown into the worſt, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts;---But wha comes here ? 
Enter Gli leu by an old man. 
My father, pporly led World. world, O world! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make N hate- 1 | 
Life would not yield to age. F200; 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have band? your ear, 
and your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 

Gl. Away, get thee a good friend, be gone: 
Thy comforts can do me 1 > good at all, 0 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man, Alack, fir, you 8 ſee your Way« 

Glo. I have no way, and fore'want no eyes; 

I tumbled when I aw: Full oft tis ſen, 


Our mean ſecures us: and our mere defects | 160 


Prove our commodities.—0, dear ſon Edgar, 


The food of thy-abyſed father's wrath! 


Might I but live to ſee thee in wy foucb, 
I'd ſay, I had eyes again! „ 
O14 Man. How now? Who'sthere? oy 
Edg. [ Afede.].O gory Who is t can 3 lan at he 
worſe #0 4; | 
I ee 3% {10 tg F 
Old Man, Tis poor mad Tom. wot” 1764 £1 


Edg. Alas. And worſe 1 may be yer: The work 15 
„ n 2: 
So long as "a can ſay, This 4 the worſt. 


Old Man. Fellow, where goeſt? 

Olo. Is it a beggar- man? 

Oli Man. Madman, and beggar 100. 

Ge. He has ſome reaſon, elle he could not beg. 
I the laſt night's ſtorm 1 ſuch a fellow ſaw; _ 
Which made me think a man a worm: My ſon 
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind | 
Was _— then friends * abt him: I have bs more 

r 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the ; 
They kill us for n boy | gods; 
Edg. How ſhould this be! 


Bad is the trade, that muſt play the foal to > forrow, 
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'rmpi tielfanckothers. eee, 
3 I that the naked ee 
8 Max. Ry, my lord. 
0. Then, priythee; theeg one: IF, pes, 
Thou wilt ofertake:us, ! ance B1pito or Wan, 
I' the way to Dover, do id for ancient love 
Andi bri mms conefing for'this vaked' ſou), Wy. 
| Whom Pl'entrear tollead me. * 4 
: -2O#d:Max. Alack; ſir, imat. | 
Gli. *Tis .the time's plague, when, tnailmen_ Tea 
ne | 8 — blind: 2 
o us thee, or nather do th (pleaſure; 
Abovethe zeſt, be 1 - 
014 Man. bring him the bet tpparel that Jive, 
Come on'tNRHat Will. 5 
Glo. Sirrah, naked 707" N 
Zag. Poor „ 4 ie-furthsr. 


Th 


08 Cons hither. fellow. v6 
Mir Fn J Audyet T'muft. © 
fwect eyes, they bleed. 
25 Kaos thou the way to Dover 
Both ſtile and gate, hoiſe w y and Wort- path. 
Pao Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his: good wits : Bleſs 
hee, good man's ſon, from the foul fend! Five 
fiends have been in poor Tom at once; of luſt, as 
Obidicut ; Hobbididamer prince of dumbneſs: Hah, of 
ſtealing; ; Modu, of murder; and Flibbertipibbet, of 
mopping and mowing ; Who fince eſſes chamber - 
maids and waiting women. S0, bleſs thee, maſter! 
005 _— je this | rt Zee whom: the heaven's 


Have ha Fa od All Rrokes': that Tam wanthed; 

Makes thee the happier :---Heavens, doal ſo ſtill“ 

Let che ſuperfluous and luſt-dieced man, 

That ſlaves your ordinance, that will: not fee 

Becauſe he Aoth not feel, feel your power quickly; 

So diſtribution ſhould unde dee; 

And each man have enough.---Doſt on kao. Dover? 
Bug. Ay, maſter. | 


„ me ents we ire ls 8, 


c 


re 
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Glo. There is a cliff, N nad, cee 


Looks fearfully on che ghd dee 1 07 
Bring me but to the very brim of 1 1 +4 
And I'll repair the miſery thou doſt bear, 7 
With ſomething rich about me: from that place. 


I ſhall no leading need. 
Edg. Give me thy arm; . . 
Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. I Exeunt. 
8 C E N. B II. N | 
Te Due of . * Palace. "a | 


Enter.Goneril,, and Km 

Gon. Welcome, my lord: I marvel, our mild huſband: 

Not met us on the way- Now, Where's your. maſter? 
Enter Steward. 

Stew. Madam, within ; but never man ſo chang'd ; 

told him of the amy that was landed ,; 

He ſmil'd at it: I told him you were coming; 

His anſwer was, The worſe. of Gloſter's treachery, 
And of the loyal ſervice of his, ſon, 8 
When L. inform'd him, then he call'd ms ſot: | 

And told me, I had turn'd. the wrong ſide out :--- 
What moſt he; ſhould diſlike, ſeems p to him; 
What like, offenſive. 

Con. Then ſhall you go no further. en — 
It is the cowaſh terror of his ſpirit, 2 
That dares nat undertake : he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an anſwer: Our wiſhes on the way, 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund to my brother; 
Haſten his muſters, and conduct his powers; 

I muſt change arms at home, and give the diflaff 
Into my huſband's hands. This truſty ſervant | 
Shall als between us: ere long you are like to hear, 
If you. dare venture in your own: behalf, 


A miſtrels's coma, Wear this; ſpare ſpeech; 


Giving a favoar. 


Decline-your head: this: kiſs, 11 durſt 3 


Would ſtretch thy ſpirits up into the air; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 
Edn, Yours in the ranks of death. 
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Gon. My moſt dear Gloſter [Exit Eamunt, 

O, the difference of man and be! 
To thee a woman's raping the; | 
My fool uſurps my body. | 1 

Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. | 

| Enter Albany. —© 

Gon. I have been worth the whiſtle. 

Als. O Goneril ! 4 
You are not worth the duſt which the da wind 
Blows in your face. I fear your diſpoſition: 

That nature, which contemns its origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itſelf; 

She that herſelf will ſliver and diſbranch 
From her maternal ſap, perforce maſt wither, 
And come to deadly uſe. . 

Gor. No more; the text is toom. 

Alb. Wiſdom and goodneſs to the vile ſeem vile: 
Filths ſavour but themſelves. What have you done ? 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you la ? 

4 father, and a gracious aged man, 

Whoſe reverence the head-lugg'd'bear would lick, 
Moſt barbarous, moſt degenerate! have you madded. 
Could my good brother Puffer you to do it? | 
A man, a prince, by him ſo benefited? | 

If that the heavens do not their viſible ſpirits. 

Send quickly down to tame theſe vile offences, 

"Twill come, humanity muſt perforce prey on 

Itſelf, like monſters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man! 

That bear'ft a cheek for blows, a head for ge 3 
Who haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcernin 

Thine honour from thy ſuffering ; - that not know'ſt, 
Fools do thoſe villains pity, who are uniſh'd 

Ere they have done their miſchief. ere's thy drum ? 
France ſpreads his banners in our noiſeleſs land; 

With plumed helm thy ſlayer begins threats; 

Whilſt thou, a moral fool, ſitt' n. and * 

Alack ! why does he fo? 

Alb, See thyſelf, devil! A 
Proper 7 775 ſeems not in the ena 
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So horrid as in woman. 
Gon. O vain fool! 
Alb. Thou changed and ſelf-cover'd thing, forſhame, 

Be- monſter not thy feature. Were it my fitnefs 

To let theſe hands obey my blood, 81 

They are apt enough to diſlocate and tear | 

Thy fleſh and bones :---Howe'er thou art a fiend, 

A woman's ſhape doth ſhield thee. 

Gon, Marry, your manhood now ! 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Alb. What news? | 
Meſ. O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall*s dead; 

Slain by his ſervant, going to put out 

The other eye of Gloſter. | 
Alb. Gloſter's eyes! 

Me. A ſervant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 

Oppos'd againſt the act, bending his ſword 

To his great maſter; who, thereat enrag'd, 

Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead: 

But not without that harmful ſtroke, which fince 

Hath pluck'd him after. 

Ab. This ſhews you are above, 

You juſticers, that theſe our nether crimes 

So ſpeedily can venge!—But O poor Gloſter! 

Loft he his other eye? 

Mef. Both, both, my lord. 

This letter, madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer; 

*Tis from your fiſter, | 
Gon, [ Afide] One way I like this well 

But bejpg widow, and my Gloſter with her, 

May alt the building in my fancy pluck 

Upon my hateful hfe: Another way, * 

The news is not ſotart.—1'll read, and anſwer. Exit. 
Alb. Where was his ſon, whenthey did take his eyes? 
Me/. Come with my lady hither. 

Alb. He is not here. 

Meſ. No, my good lord; I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickedneſs? 

Meſ. Ay, my good lord; 'twas heinform'd againſt him; 

And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhment 
Vol. VII. Mm 
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Might have the freer courſe. 

Alb. Gloſter, I Ii te | 
To thank thee for the love thts Mewd'ſt the king, 
And to revenge thineeyes.---Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou know ſt. [Excunt. 


em. 
The French camp, near Dover. 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman. 


Kent. Why the king of France is ſoſudden!y gone back 
Know you the reaſon ? 
Sent. Something he left imperfect in the ſtate, 
Which fince his coming forth is thought of ; which 
Imports to the kingdom ſo much fear and danger, 
That his perſonal return was moſt requir d and neceſſary, 
Kent. Who hath he left behind him general? 

Gent. The mareſchal of France, Monſieur le Fer. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen 
To any demonſtration of grief? | 

Gent. Ay, ſir; ſhe took them, read them in my preſence; 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it ſeem'd, ſhe was a queen 
Over her paſſion ; who, maſt rehel-like, 
Sought to be king o'er her. | 

Kent. O, then it mov'd her. | 

Gent. Not to a rage: patience and ſorrow ſtrove 
Who ſhould expreſs bot goodlieſt. Vou have ſeen 
Sunſhine and rain at once: her ſmiles and tears 
Were like a better day. Thoſe happy ſmiles, 
That play*'d on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to kngy 
What gueſts were in her eyes: which partedThence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropt. In brief, ſorrow 
Would bea rarity moſt belov'd, if all p 
Could ſo become it. 8 

Kent. Made ſhe no verbal queſtion? 

Gent. Ves; once, or twice, the heay'd the name of 

| father 1 | 
Pantingly forth, as if it preſs'd her heart; 
Cry'd, © Siſters! ſiſters !---Shame of ladies! fiſters ! 

s Kent'! father ! ſiſters! What! i' the ſtorm! 1 the 
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Let pity not be believꝰd ! There ſhe ſhook 
The holy water from hex heavenly eyes, 
And clamour moiſten'd her: then away ſhe ſtarted 
To deal with grief alone, 
Kent, It is the ſtars, 
The ſtars above us, govern our conditions; 
Elſe one ſelf mate and mate could not beget | 
Such different iſſues. You ſpoke not with her fince? 

Gent, No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return'd ? 

Gent, No, fince. | 

Kent. Well, ſir; the poor diſtreſſed Lear is i“ the town: 
Who ſometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to ſee his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good fir? 

Kent. A overeign ſhame ſo elbows him: his own- . 

unkindneſs, 
That ſtripp'd her from his benediction, turn'd her 
To foreign caſualties, gave her dear ri hts 
To his dog-hearted daughters,—theſe things ſting 
His mind to venomouſly, that burning ſhame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor Gentleman! _ 

Kent. Of Albany s and Cornwall's powers you heard 

not? 

Gent. Tis ſo; they are afoot, 

Kent. Well, ſir, 1'll bring you to our maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him: ſome dear cauſe ' 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile; 

When I am known aright, you ſhall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. | [Exeunt. 


s CK. NN K.-0; 
A Tent in the Camp at Dover. 
Enter Cordelia, Phyſician, and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, tis he; why, 2 was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd ſea; ging aloud; 
Crown'd with rank fans: and furrow weeds,, 
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With barlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining corn.— A century ſend forth; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's wiſdom do, 
In the reſtoring his bereaved ſenſe ? 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Phy. There is means, madam : 
Our foſter nurſe of nature is repoſe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are many ſimples operative, whoſe power 
Will cloſe the eye of anguiſh. 

Cor. All bleſt ſecrets, | 
All you unpubliſh'd virtues of the earth, - 
Spring with my tears! be aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man's diſtreſs !—Seek, ſeek for him; 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve the life 
That wants the 1 to lead it. 

nter a M. ; 

Me/. News, madam ; wang 
The Britiſh powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis known before; our preparation ſtands 
In expeRation of them, —O dear father, 
It is thy buſineſs that I go about; 
Therefore great France 
My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, _ 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right: 


Soon may I hear, and fee him [ Exeunt. 
S G BN IB V. 
Regan's Palace. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 


Reg. But are my brother's powers ſet forth? 
Stew Ay, madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in perſon there? 
Steno. Madam, with much ado: y 
Your ſiſter is the better ſoldier. | 
Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your ladyathome? 
Stew, No, madam, 
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Reg. What might import my ſiſter's letter to him? N 
Stew. I know not, lady. i 
Reg. Faith, he is poſted hence on ſerious matter. 

It was 2 ignorance, Gloſter's eyes being out, 

To let hint live; where he arrives, he moves 

All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, | 

In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch 

His nighted life; moreover, to deſery 

T ſtrength o' the enemy. 

/eww, I muſt needs after him, madam, with my letter. 

Reg. Our troops ſet forth to-morrow ; = with us; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. 1 may not, madam; 

My lady charg'd my duty in this buſineſs. 

Reg. Why ſhould ſhe writeto Edmund? Mightnot you 
Tranſport her py rpoſes by word? Belike,, 
Something! know not what—1I'll love thee much, 
Let me unſeal the letter. 

mw Madam, I had rather 

. 1 know your lady does not love her huſband ;- 


I - = of that; + and, at her late _ here, 
She gave ſtrangg „and moſt ſpeaking looks 


To noble 2 know, you are of her boſom. 
Stew gs 3 
Reg. 1 ſpeak in underſtanding ; you are, I know it:. 


Therefore, I do adviſe you, ta e this note? 
My lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk d; 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's: V ou may gather more. 
If you do find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your miſtreſs hears thus much from you,, 
I pray, defire her call her wiſdom to her, 
So, fare you well.. 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him'that cuts him off. 
Stew. 1 I could meet *. nl I would 
EW. > 
What party I do follo p. | 
Reg. Fare thee well, Ae LExount. - 
'$ 8; MD 32cm eee 131k 
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SCEN E VI. 


The Country near Dover, 
Enter Glofter, and Edgar as a peaſant, 
Glo. When ſhall we come to the top of that ſame hill? 
Edg. You do climbup it now: look, how we labour. 
 Gho, Methinks, the ground is even. 
Eqdg. Horrible ſteep : 23 
Hark, do you hear the ſea 4 $1 
Gho. No, truly. | | 
Bag. Why, then your other ſenſes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguiſh. _. ** 8 
Glo. So may it be, indeed: i 
Methinks, thy voice is alter'd; and thon ſpeak'ft 
In better phraſe, and matter, than thou didſt. 
Edg. You are much deceiv'd; in nothing am I 
chang d | 
But in my garments. | * 
Glo. Methinks, you are better ſpoken. - 
Edg. Come on, fir ; here's the place: — ſtand ſtill.— 
Ho fearful | | 
And dizzy tis, to caſt one's e 
'The crows, and choughs, that be, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles :/ M Way 
Hangs. one that gathers ſamphire: dreadful 1 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head: © 
'The fiſhermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock: her cock, a buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for ſight: the n 
That on the unnumber'd idle rere chufes, 
Cannot be heard fo high I II look no more; 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient fight _ 
Tom down headlong. . 
Glo. Set me where you ſtand, £45 46h 
Edg. Give me your hand: You are now within a foot 
Of he extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. ks | 
Glo Let go my hand. — Ws 2:5 
Here, friend, is another purſe ; in 1t, a jewel 


48 Is. | KING LEAR. 427 


Well worth a poor man's taking: Fairies, and gods, 
Proſper it with thee ! Go thou further off; j 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

Zag. Now fare ye well, good fir, {Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. | 

Zag. Why do I trifle thus with his deſpair ?--- 
"Tis done to cure it. ho” 

Glo, Ogo mighty gods | 
This do renounce; and, in your ſights, 
Shake tly my great affliction off: 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 

To _ with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 

My ſnuff, and loathed part of nature, ſhould 

Burn itſelf out. If Edgar live, O, bleſs him !— 

Now, fellow, fare theewell. [He leaps, and falls along. 
Ede. Gone, fir? farewell. 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 

The treaſury of life, when life itſelf 

Yields to the theft: Had he been where he thought, 

By this, had thought been paſt.---Alive, or dead? 

Ho, you, fir! friend---Hear you, fir?---ſpeak ! 

Thus might he paſs, indeed: Yet he revives, 

What are you, fir? 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadſt thou been aught but goſſomer feathers, air, 
So many fathom down precipitating, 

Thou had ſt ſhiver'd like an egg: but thou doſt breathe ; 
Haſt heavy ſnbſtance; bleed'ſt not; ſpeakꝰſt; art ſound. 
Ten maſts at each make not the altitude, 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fallen ; 

* life's a miracle; Speak yet᷑ again. 

67. But have I fallen, or no? 

Eqdg. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourn: 
Look up a-height ;---the ſhrill-gorg'd lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: do but look up. 

Glo, Alack, I have no eyes. 

Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit. 

To end itſelf by death? *Twas-yet ſome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, ; 
And fruſtrate his — 
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| Lag. Give me your arm _/ "B'S 
Up -SO: -H is't? Feel you your legs? You ſtand 

6. Too well, too well. 1 

dg. This is above all frangeneſyy,” | 
Upon the crown o' the cliff, What 555 was th.t 

hich parted from you HE IEP 

Glo, A poor unfortunate beggar, 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, methou 
Were too full moons 4 he had a thouſan 
Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enrid 
It was ſome fiend: Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the cleareſt gods, hd make them honours 
Of men's impoſſibilities, have preſery'd thee, 

Glo. 1 do remember now: henceforth 111 bear 
Affliction, 'till it docry out itſelf, 

Enough, enough, and die. Tliut thing you (peal: of, 
I — it for a man, often 'twould ſay, A 
The fiend, the fiend ; he led me to that place, 
Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts, ——But who 
comes here? 2 * | 
Enter Lear, fantaſtically dreft up with flowers. 
The ſafer ſenſe 401 nh 1 4 
His maſter thus, | 
Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining ; 
I am the king himſelf. 

Edg. O thou ſide-piereing ſight ! 

Lear, Nature's above art in that reſpet.—T here's 
your preſs- money. That fellow handles his bow Ike 
a crow- Keeper: draw me a clothier's yard.— Look, 
look, a mouſe ] Peace, peace ;---this piece of toa(ted 
cheeſe will do't.— There's my gauntlet; I'll prove it 
on a giant.— Bring up the brown bills,—-O, well flown, 
bird Fi the clout, i“ the clout; hewgh !-—— Give. 
the word, 

dg. Sweet marjoram.. | 

Lear, Pals, 


(his cyes 
4 
en; 


Gb. 1 know that voice. 

Laar. Ha! Goneril-with a white beard ! They 8 
flatter'd me like a dog; and told me I had white hairs 
in my beard, ere the black ones were there. To ſay, tl 
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ay, and no, to every thing I ſaid !---Ay and no too 
was no good divinity, When the rain came to wet 
me once, and the wind to make me chatter ; when the 
thunder would not peace at my bidding: there I found 
them, there I ſmelt them out. Go to, they are not 
men oꝰ their words; They told me I was every thing; 
'tis a lie ; I am not ague-proof, 
Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
et not the king? 
Lear. Ay, wag inch a king: 
When I do ſtare, fee, how the ſubject quakes, 
I pardon that man's life: What was the cauſe : 
Adultery — | 
Thou ſhalt not die :---Die for adultery! No: 
The wren goes to it, and the ſmall gilded fly 
Does lecher in my ſight. 
Let copulation thrive, for Gloſter's baſtard ſon 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful ſheets, 
To't, luxury, pe!l-mell, for I lack ſoldiers, 
Behold E ſimpering dame, 
ace between her forks preſageth ſnow ; 
That minces virtue, and does ſhake the head, 
To hear of pleaſure's name ; 
The fitchew, nor the ſoyled horſe, goes to 't 
With a more riotous appetite, 
Down from the waſte they are centaurs, 
Though women all above; 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit, 
Beneath is all the fiends'; there's hell, there's darkneſs, 
There is the ſulphurous pit, burning, ſcalding, ſtench, 
conſumption ;---Fie, fie, fie! pah! pab! 
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, | 
To ſweeten my imagination! there's money for thee, 
61. O, let me kiſs that hand! 
Lear. Let me wipe it firſt; it ſmells of mortality. 
Gh. O ruin'd piece of nature! This great world 
Shall ſo wear out to nought,—-Doſt thou know me? 
Lear. | remember thine eyes well enough. Doſt 
thou ſquiny at me? No, do thy worſt, blind Cupid ; 
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F'll not love. Read thou this challenge; mark but 
the penning of it. 2 

Glo. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one. 

Zag. I would not take this from report; — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 15 

Glo. What, with the caſe of eyes? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purſe? Your eyes 
are in a heavy caſe, your purſe in a light: Yet you 
ſee how this world goes. 

61. I ſee it feeling] y. | 

Lear. What, art mad? A man may ſee how this 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : ſee 
how yon” juſtice rails upon yon” ſimple thief. Hark, 
in thine ear: Change places; and handy-dandy, which 
is the juſtice, Which is the thief ?- Thou haſt ſeen a 
farmer's dog bark at a beggar ? 

Glo. Ay, fir. | 67 4 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur? There 
thou might'ſt behold the great image of authority: a 
dog's obey'd in office. 
Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that whore ? Strip thine own back ; 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind 
For which thou whipp'ſt her. The uſurer hangs the 
cozener. 
Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
And the ftrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I ſay, none; I'll able 'em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To ſeal the accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes; 
And, like a ſcuryv politician, ſeem 
To ſee the things thou doſt not.- -Now, now, now, 
* ow, | 
Pull off my boots ;---harder, harder; fo. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mixt! 

Reaſon in madneſs! ; | 
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Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes, 
I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither. 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air, 
We wawle, and cry :---I will preach to thee ; mark me. 

Glo. Alack, alack the day ! | 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are 
| come 
To this great ſtage of fools ;---This a good block 
It were a delicate ftratagem, to ſhoe 4 
A troop of horſe with felt: I'll put it in proof; | 
And when J have ſtolen upon theſe ſons-in-law, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with attendants. | 

Gent. O, here he is; lay hand upon him.---Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 

Lear. No reſcue? What, a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Uſe me well; 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have a ſurgeon, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You ſhall have any thing. | 

Lear. No ſeconds? All myſelf? | f 
Why, this would make a man, a man of ſalt, | 
To uſe hiseyes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and laying autumn's duſt,-- - 

Gent, Good tir,--- 

Lear, 1 will die bravely, like a bridegroom ; what? 
I will be jovial ; come, come, Iam a king, 
My maſters, know you that? ? 

Gent. You area royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay come, an you 

get it, 7 

You ſhall get it by running. Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa. [Exit. 

Gent. A fight moſt vitifal in the meaneſt wretch; 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a king. Thou haſt one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir, ſpeed you : What's your will? 

Zag. Do you hear aught, fir, of a battle toward? 
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Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar: every one hears that, | 


Which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 
How near's the other army? 

Gent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot, the main deſery 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, fir: that's all. 

E Though that the queen on ſpecial cauſe i is here 
Her army is mov'd on. 

FEag. [ thank you, fir. [Exit Gent, 

Glo. You e gods, take my breath from me; 
Let not my worſer ſpirit tempt me again 
To die before you vleaſe ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good fir, what are you! 

Eqdg. A moſt poor man, made tame to fortune's blows; 
bb v7 the art of known and feeling ſorrows, 

nant to good pity. Give me your hand, 

PI ead you to ſome — 

Glo. Hearty thanks: 
The bounty and the benizon of heaven 
To boot, and boot! 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim'd prize! Moſt happy ! 
That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes, —Thou old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyſelf remember: The ſword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee.: 
Glo. Now let thy friendly hand #4; 
Put ſtrength enough to it. Edgar oppoſes. 

Stew. Wirres bold peaſant, Ee e 

Dar'ſt thou ſupport a pnbliſh'd traitor? Hence; 
Leſt that the infection of his fortune take 

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

 Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurther *caſion. 

Stew. Let go, ſlave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Eqdg. Good . go your gait, and let poor 
volk paſs, And ch'ud ha? been zwagger'd out of my 
life, *twould not ha' been zo long as tis by a vort- 
night. Nay, come not near the old mun ; keep out, 
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che vor' ye, or iſe try whether yorr coſtard or my bat 
be the harder! ch'ill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out, dunghill! | 

Eag. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir: Come; no matter 
for your foyns, © +» [Edgar knocks him down. 


Stew. Slave, thou haſt ſlain me:—V illain, take my 


purſe; . 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; ä 
And give the letters, which thou find' ſt about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloſter; ſeek him out 


Upon the Engliſh party: —0, uatimely death, 


- death! 1 

Eag. 1 know thee well: A ſerviceable villain 
As duteovs to the vices of thy miſtreſs, 

As badneſs would deſire. r 

Glo. What, is he dead? _- "TY 

Edg. Sit you down, father; reſt you. — 
Let's ſee his pockets: theſe letters that he ſpeaks of, 

May be my friends. —He's dead; I am only ſorry 
He had no other death's-man,—Let us fee : 
Leave, gentle wax, and, manners, blame us not: 
To know our enemies minds, we'd rip their hearts; 
Their papers are more lawful, 

Reads the Letter. 

« Let our reciprocal vows be remember'd. You 
<< have many opportunities to cut him off: If your 
«« will want not, time and place will be fruitfally of- 
«« fered. There is nothing done, if he returns the 
*« congueror: Then am I the priſoner, and his bed 


«« my gaol; from the loath'd warmth whereof deliver 


« me, and ſupply the place for your labour. | 
«© Your (wife, ſo 1 would ſay) affectionate ſervant, 


* on Gor: 7.“ 
O undiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of woman's will ! | 
A plot upon her virtuous huſband's life; 2 
And the exchange, my brother ! 8 e, in the ſands, 


Thee I'll rake up, the moſt unſancti | 

Of murderous lechers: and, in the mature time, 

With this ungracious paper ſtrike the fight 

Of the death- practis'd duke: For him tis well, 
Vol. VII. Nn 
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That of thy death and buſineſs 1 can tell. 
| [Exit Edgar removing the body. 
Glo. The king is mad: How Riff is my vile ſenſe, 
That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows! Better I were diſtract : 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my griefs ; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
'The 8 of themſelves. 
Re enter Edgar. 
Eag. Give me your hand: | 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum, 
Come, father, I'll beſtow you with a friend. [Exeunz. 


ee. 
A tent in the French Camp. 
Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyſician. 


Cor. O thou good Kent, how ſhall I live and work, 
To match thy goodneſs ? My life will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure fail me. 
Kent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o'erpay'd. 
All my reports go with the modeſt truth ; 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 
Cor. Be better ſuited : 
'Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours ; 
I pr'ythee, pat them off, | 
Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 
Yet to be known, ſhortens my made intent : 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet, 
Cor. Then be it ſo, my good lord. — | 
How: does the king ? [To the Phyſician, 
Phy Madam, ileeps ſtill. 15 
Cor. O you kind gods, | 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed nature 
The untun'd and jatring ſenſes, O, wind up 
Of this child-chang'd father! 
Phy/. So pleaſeFour majeſty, 
That we may wake the king ? he hath ſlept long. 
Car. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 


* 
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I' the ſway of your own will. Is he array'd ! 
Lear is brought in in a chair. 
Gent, Ay, madam ; in the heavineſs of his ſlee p, 
We put freſh garments on him. 2 
124 Be by, good madam, when we do awake him; 
doubt not of his temperance. 7 82 
Cor. Very well. 
Phy/.Pleaſe you, draw near. Louder the muſie there. 
Cor. O my dear father ! Reſtoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made 
Kent. Kind and dear princeſs ! 
Cor, __ not been their father, theſe white 
es 
Had challeng d pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 
To ſtand againſt the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
| ol the m_ rw nimble ſtroke Jan) 
uick, croſs lightning ! to watch (poor perda ! 
With this thin helm? Mine enemy 's _ 4 
Though he had bit me, ſhould have ſtood that night 
Againſt my fire; And waſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with ſwine, and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty ſtraw? Alack, alack! 
'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once oy 
Had not concluded all.— He wakes; ſpeak to him. 
Phy/. Madam, do you; tis fitteſt, | 
Cer, _— does my royal lord? How fares your ma- 
jeſty? 
Lear. Vou do me wrong, to take me out o' the grave: 
Thou art a ſoul in bliſs; * Jam bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. a 
Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know : When did you die? 
Cor. Still, Still, far wide! 
Phy/. He's ſcarce awake; let him alone awhile. 
Lear. enz have I been? Where am 1? Fair day- 
ight ?— | 
am wiehdly abus'd. 


I ſhould even die with pity, 


y 
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To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay.— 
I will not ſwear, theſe are my hands :---let's ſee; 
I feel this pin prick, Would I were aſſur'd 
Of my condition ! | 

Cor. O, lock upon me, fir, - 
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me :--- 
No, fir, you muſt not kneel. | 

Lear. Pray do not mock me: 
I am a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upwards ; | Is 
Not an hour more, nor leſs : and, to deal plainly, 


I fear, I am not in my perfect mind, 


eth inks, I ſhould know you, and know this man; 
Yet l am doubtful; for I am m_—_ norant, _ 
What place this is; and all the (kill 1 — 
Remembers not theſe garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laf night: Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia, 

Cor. And fo lam, I am 

Lear. Be your tears wet? Ves, faith. Ipray, weep not; 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink it. 
I know you do not love me; for your ſiſters 
Have, as Ido remember, done me wrong; 
You have ſome cauſe, they have not, 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Lear. Am! in France? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, fir. 

Lear, Do not abuſe me. 

Phy/. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage, 
You fee, is cur'd in him: and yet it is danger 
Jo maze him even o'er the time he has loſt. 
Deſue him to go in; troubie him no more, 


Cor. Will't pleaſe your highneſs walk ? 
Lear. You muſt bear with me: 
Pray you now forget and forgive: I amold and fooliſh. 
{ Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Phyſician, and attendants. 
Gent. Holds it true, fir, 
That the duke of Cornwall was ſo lain ? 
Kent, Moſt certain, fir. 
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Gent. Who is conductor of his people? | 
Kent. As it is ſaid, the baſtard fon to Gloſter. 
Gent, They ſay, Edgar, 

His baniſh'd ſon, is with the earl of Kent 

In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. | 
'Tis time to look about; the powers o' the kingdom 
Approach apace. | 

Gent. "The arbitrement is like to be bloody. 


—_- 


Fare you well, fir. [ Exit. 
Keat. My point and period will be thoroughly 
wrought, > 18 


Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought, [ Zæit. 


— — * — as — 


Ac SCENRL. | 
11 \ | # 


The Camp of the Britiſh Forces, near Dover. 
Enter, ith drums” 2M tolours, Edmund, Regan, Cen- 


tlemen, and Soldiers. 


NOW of the duke, if his laſt purpoſe hold 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by aught 
To change the courſe: -He's full of alteration, 

And ſelf-reproving :—bring his conſtant pleaſure. 

Reg. Our ſiſter's man is certainly miſcarry'd. 
Eam. Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, ſweetlord, 

You Bac the goodneſs I intend upon you: 
Tell me, but truly, — but then ſpeak the truth, 
Do you not love my ſiſter ? | 

Edam. In honour'd love. 

Rez. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the fore-fended place? I; 
Eam. That thought abuſes yon. 2 

Reg. I am doubtful that 2 have been conjunct 
And boſom'd with her, as far as we call hers., 

Edm. No, by mine r madam. : 

n 2 
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Reg. I never ſhall endure her : Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her, - 
Eam. Fear me not 
She, and the duke her huſband, —— 
Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers. 
Gon. H had rather loſe the battle, than that ſiſter 
Should looſen him and me. [Afede, 
Alb. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met. 
Sir, this I hear, the king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our ſtate 
Fore'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeſt, 
1 never yet was \Mlianc: for this buſineſs, 
It touches us as France invades our land, 
Not bold, the king; with others, whom I fear, 
Moſt juſt and heavy cauſes make oppoſe. 
Fan. Sir, you ſpeak nobly. _ 
Reg. Why is this reaſon d? 
Gon. Combine together Find the enemy : 


:broils 


For theſe domeſtic and particu 
Are —* ip queſtion — 
A et us then determine | 
With the ancient of War on _ 
Eqdm, I ſhall attend you preſently at your tent. 
Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us? | 
Gon, No: 
Reg. Tis moſt convenient; pray you, go with us. 
Gon. | Aſide. ] O, ho, I know the riddle: I will go. 
6 they are going out, enter Edgar diſpuiſed, . 
Edg. If e'er your grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word, 
Alb, I'll overtake you.—8 
[ Exeunt. Edm. Reg. Gen: and Attendants. 
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter, 
If you haye victary, Fet the trumpet ſound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I ſeem, 
F-can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouch'd there: If you miſcarry, 
Your: buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune love you! 
Alb. Stay *till I have read the letter. | 
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Ede. I was fcrbid it. 
When time ſhall ſerve, let but the herald cry, 


And I'll appear again. [Exit. 
Alb. Why, fare thee well; Lwillo'erlook thy * 
Re-enter Edmund, 


Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces 
By diligent diſcovery; but your haſte 
Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit 
 Edm. To both theſe ſiſters have I ſworn my love; 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
Are of the adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 
Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive: To take the __ 
Exaſperates, makes mad her ſiſter Seti; 
And hardly ſhall I carry out my fide, 
Her huſband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 
His countenance for the battle; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of him, deviſe 
His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia. 
'The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never ſee his pardon: for my ſtate 
Stands on me to defend, not to Aokate, [ Exit, 


ACNE . 


A Field between the two Camps. 

Alarum within, Enter, with drum and colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers over the tage; and exeunt. 
Enter Edgar, and Gloſter. 

Eqdg. Here, father, take the ſhadow of this tree 
For your good hoſt ; pray, that the right my thrive: 

If ever I return to you again, 
Pl [ you comfort. 


race go with you fir! e Gy Eagar. | 


[ Alarum, and retreat Sen 
Re-enter Edgar. ö 
ag. Away old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his daughter ta en: 


4 
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Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, fir; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeneſs is all: Come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. [ E xeunt, 


Ss G NE, III. 


Enter, in conqueſt, with drum and colours; Edmund ; 
Lear, and Cordelia, as priſoners; Soldiers, Captain. 


Edm. Some officers take them away: good guard; 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known ( 
'That are to cenſure them. Is FA 

Cor. Weare not the firſt, ” . 

Who, with belt meaning, have incurr'd the worſt, 
For thee, oppreſſed king, am I caſt down; 
Myſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortune's frown, 
Shall we not fee theſe daughters, and theſe ſiſters ? 

Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let's away to priſon: 
We two alone will ſing like birds i“ the cage: 

When thou doſt aſk me bleſſing, I'll kneel down, 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs: So we'll live, 

And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poar rogues 

Talk of court news; and we'll talk with them to0,— 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out ;— 
And take upon us the myſtery of things, 

As if we were God's ſpies: And we'll wear out, 

In a wall'd'prifon, packs and ſects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. | | 

Zam. Take them away. | : 

Lear. Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 

1 The gods themſelves throw incenſe. Have Icaughtthee!? 

| He that parts us, ſhall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 

The goujeers ſhall devour them, fleſh, and fell, 

Ere they ſhall make us'weep :we'll ſee them ſtarve firſt, 

Come. [Exeunt Lear, and Cordelia, guarded. 

Em. Come hither, captain; hark. . | 
Take thou this note; go, follow them to priſon: 


v 
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One ſtep I have advanc'd thee ; if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, - that men 
Are as the time is: to be tender-minded 
Does not become a ſword :—Thy great employment 
Will not bear queſtion ; either ſay, thou'lt do t, 
Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. I'll do 't, my lord, 
Eam. About it; and write happy, when thou haſt done. 
Mark, —I fay, inſtantly; and carry it ſo, 
As I have ſet it down, - | 
Capt. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dry'd oats ; 
If it be man's work, I will do it, [ Exit Capt. 
Flouriſh. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, and Soldiers. 
Alb. Sir, you have ſhewn to-day your valiant ſtrain, 
And fortune led you well: You have the captives 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ftrife : 
We do require them of you; ſo to uſe them, 
As we ſhall find their merits and our ſafety 
May equally determine, 5 
Eqdm. Sir, I thought it fit 
To ſend the old and miſerable king 
To ſome retention, and appointed guard; 
Whoſe age has charms in it, whoſe title more, 
To pluck the common boſom on his ſide, 
And turn our impreſt lances in our eyes | 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the queen; 
My reaſon all the ſame ; and they are ready 4 
To- morrow, or at a further ſpace, to appear 
Where you ſhall hold your ſeſſion. At this time, 
We ſweat, and bleed: the friend hath loſt his friend; 
And the beſt quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By thoſe that feel their ſharpneſs ;!—— 
e queſtion of Cordelia, and her father, 
Requires a fitter place, | 8 
Alb. Sir, by your patient. 
I hold you but a ſubje& of this war, I 
Not as a brother. an 
Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. n 
Methinks, our pleaſure might have been demanded, 
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Ere you had ſpoke ſo far. He led our powers 
Bore the commiſſion of my place and perſon ; 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call itſelf your brother. | 
Gon, Not ſo hot: x 
In his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
More than in your advancement. 
Reg. In my rights, 
By me inveſted, he compeers the beſt. 
Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould huſband you. 
Reg. Teſters do oft prove prophets. . 
Con. Holla, holla! 
That eye, that told you ſo, look'd but a-ſquint. 
Neg. Lady, I am not well; elſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full flowing ſtomach— General, 
Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, patrimony; 
Diſpoſe of them, of me; the walls are thine: | 
Witneſs the world, that I create thee here f 
My lord and maſter, _. 83 
Gen. Mean you to enjoy him? 8 
Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 
Eam. Nor in thine, lord. Ne ; 
Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. . j 
Reg. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. z 
| 45 Stay yet; hear reaſon - Edmund, I arreſt thee. Bs 
On capital treaſon; and, in thy arreſt, Pointing to Goneril. 
This gilded ſerpent :—for your claim, fair ſiſter, 
I bar it in the intereſt of my wife; | 
'Tis ſhe is ſub-contraRed to this lord, 
And I, her huſband, contradi& your banes, 
If you will marry make your love to me, 
My lady is beſpoke. 
Gon, An interlude | 
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloſter z—Let the trumpet Y 
wo © ſound: T 
If none” appear to prove upon thy perſon 
Thy hemous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, B. 
There is my pledge; I'll prove it on thy heart, Y 
Ere'T taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſs, I 
Than 1 have here proclaim'd thee. F: | 
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Reg. Sick, O fick! 
Gor. If not, I'll ne'er truſt poiſon. [464 fde. 
Edm. There's my exchange: what in che world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he hes : 
Call by the trumpet: he that dares approach, 
On him, on you, (who not?) I will maintain 
My truth and honour nw 
Alb. A herald, ho! 
Eam. A herald, ho, a herald! 
Enter a Herald. 
Alb. Truſt to thy ſingle virtue; for thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge. 
Reg. This ſickneſs grows upon me. 
Alb. She is not well; convey her to my tent. 
[ Exit Regan, led. 


Come hither, herald, —let the trumpet ſound, — 


And read out this. 
Capt. Sound trumpet. [Trumpet ſounds, 
Herald reads. 


If any man of quality, or degree, within the 
liſts of the army, will maintain upon Edmund, ſup- 
<« poſed earl of Gloſter, that he is a manifold traitor, 


let him _ by the third ſound of the trumpet: 


He is bold in his defence.“ 

Lam. Sound. [1 trumpet, 

Hier. Again. 2 trumpet. 
Her. Again. 3 trumpet. 


Trumpet anſwers » Within, 
Enter Edgar, armed. 0 

Alb, Aſk him his purpoſes, why he appears 
Tous this call o' the trumpet. 

Her. What are you? 

Your name, your quality? and why you anſwer 
This preſent ſummons ? 

Eadg. Know, my name is loft ; = 
By treaſon's tooth bare-grawn, and e x8 
Yet am I noble, as the adverſary w a 
come to cope withal. More. 

Alb. Which is that adverſary ? 


—_  _— — — 
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Eqdg. What's he, that ſpeaks for Edmund earl of 
Gloſter ? | | 
Edam. Himſelf ;—What ſay'ſt thou to him? 
Ede. Draw thy ſword ; | 
That, if my ſpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juitice : here is mine. 


Behold, it 1s the privilege of mine honours, 


g 2 4 
832 * But 
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My oath, and my profetiion :—l proteſt, 
Maugre thy ſtrength, youth, place, and eminence, 
Deſpight thy victor ſword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour and thy heart, - thou art a traitor : 


Falſe to thy gods, thy brother and thy father; 


Conſpi rant — this high illuſtrious prince; 
And, from the extremeſt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and duſt beneath thy feet, 
A moſt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou, No, 
This ſword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeak, | 
Thou lieſt. 

Eam. In wiſdom, I ſhould aſk thy name; 
But, ſince thy out- ſide looks ſo fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongne ſome ſay of breeding breathes, 
What ſafe and nicely firs well delay | 
By rule of knighthood, I diſdain and ſpurn: 
Back do I toſs theſe treaſons to thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart: 
Which, (for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe) 
This ſword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets, ſpeak 

of Alarum. Fight. Edmund falls. 

Alb. Save him, fave him! | | 

Gon. This is mere practice, Gloſter : 
By the law of arms, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppoſite ; thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
zen*d and beguil'd. a SEE 
hut your mouth, dame, | 


Ws Ori this paper ſhall 1 ſtop it ;—Hold, fir ;— 


Then worſe than any name, read thine own evil: 


No tearing, lady; I perceive, you know it. 


[Gives the letter to Edmund. 
I * , 
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; Gon. Say, if I do; the laws are mine, not thine : 
Who ſhall arraign me for't? | 
Alb. Monſter, know'ſt thou this paper? 
Gon. Aſk me not what I know, | . [Exit Gon. 
Alb. Go after her; ſhe's deſperate; govern her. 
Eqdm.Whatyouhavecha 8 me with, that Ihave done; 
And more, much more: the time will bring it out; 
'Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what art thou, | 
That haſt this fortune on me ? eee p 
I do forgive thee. 
Etg. Let us exe abi 
I am no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, andthy father's ſon. 
The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices | 
Make inſtruments to ſcourge us : 
The dark and vicious place, due he got, | 


Coſt him his eyes. | 


Eam. Thou haſt ſpoken right, de tene: 
The wheel is come full cirele; I am here. 
Als. Methought, thy very gait did propheſy 
A royal nobleneſs:— l muſt embrace thee: 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever 
— hate thee or thy father! 11. 
Worthy prince, L knO it. 
ih Where have you hid yourſelf? 
How have you known the miſeries of your 8 | 
Eqdg. By nurſing them, my lord. Liſt a brief tale ;— 
And, 72 — tis told, O, that my heart would burſt !— 
The bloody, roclamation to ape, 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives! ſweetneſs! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, | 
Rather than die at once?) taught me to ſhift - 
Into a mad-man's rags; to aſſume a ſemblance 


That very dogs diſdain'd: and in this habit 1 i 


Met I my father with his bleeding rings, “ 
Their precious ſtones new loſt; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from el pair: 
Never (O fault!) reveal'd myſelf unto him, 
Until ſome half-hour paſt, when I was arm d, 
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Not ſure, though hoping, of this good ſucceſs, 
I aſk'd his bleſing, and from firſt to laſt 
Told him my p PREG But his flaw'd heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to ſupport!) | 
Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy, and grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly. 
Jam. This ſpeech of yours hath mor- d me, 
And ſhall, perchance, do „ but ſpeak you on; 
You look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb, If there be more, more, woeful, Hold it in; 
For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve; 
Hearing of this. 
Edg. This would have ſeem'd a period 
To (ch as love not ſorrow ; but, another — 
To amplify too much, would make muchmore, 
And top extremity :; 
Whilſt I was big in clamour, came there in a man, 
Who having ſeen me in my worſt eſtate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd ſociety; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that ſo endur'd, with his ſtrong arms 
He faſten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out | 
As he'd burſt heaven; threw him on my father : 
Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receiv'd: Which in recounti 
His grief grew puiſſant, and the ſtrings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet ſounded, 
And there I left him tranc'd. 
Alb. But who was this ? 
_ Ede. Kent, fir, the baniſh'd Kent; who in diſguiſe 
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him ſervice 
Improper for a ſlave. 
Enter a Gentleman haſtily, <vith a N55 ift. 
Gent. Help! help! O help ! | 
N oh e What kind dof help? 


. rome: this bloody knife ? 


5 Tis hot, it ſmoaks; 
It came even from the heart ofk—O ! ſhe's dead ?-: 


Alb. Who, man? ſpeak. - 
Sent. Yourlady, fir, your lady: and her ſiſter 
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By her is poiſon'd ; ſhe hath confeſs'd it, 
Edm, I was contrated to them both; all three 
Now marry in an inſtant. 
Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead FO 
[ Goneril and Regan's bodies brought out. 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble, 
by + us not with pity.— 
Here comes 2 ſir. 
41 . O! is this he? The time will not allow - 
The complement which very manners urge. 
Kent. I am come 
To bid my king and maſteraye 7 2 night; 
Is he not here? 
Alb. Great thing of us riod 2k — 
Speak, 15 where's the king ? and where's Cor- 
elia ?--- 
See'ſt thou this object, Kent? 
Kent. Alack, why thus? 
Zam. Yet Edmund was belov'd ; 
The one the other poiſon'd for my fake, 
And after ſlew herſelf, 
Alb. Even ſo Cores their faces. 
Eqdm. I pant for life :—Some good I mean to 4 
Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend, 
Be brief in it,. — to the caſtle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordclia:— 
Nay, ſend in time, 
Alb. Run, run, O, run 
Edg. To whom, my lord de What has the office ? a. 
Thy token of reprieve. 
Edm. Well thought on; take my ſword, 
Give it the captain. 
Eag. Haſte thee for thy life. [Exit * 
Zam. He hath commiſſion from thy wife an 
To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and | 
To lay the blame u 5 her own deſpair, 
That ſhe fordid h 
Alb. The gods defend her | Bear him hence awhile. 
[Edmund is borne . 
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Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms, 
Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl:—O, you are men 
of ſtones ; re oj | | 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſo 
That heayen's vault ſhould crack :O, ſhe is gone for 
ever! 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She's dead as earth :—Lend me a looking glaſs ; 
If that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why, then ſhe lives. | 
ent, 1s this the promis'd end ? 
Edg. Or image of that horror ? 
Alb. Fall, and ceaſe! 
Lear. This f:ather ſtirs ; ſhe lives! if it be ſo, 
It is a chance that does redeem all ſorrows 
That ever I have felt. 123 
Kent, O my good maſter! F Kneeling. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, away, 
Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 
Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I might have ſav'd her; now ſhe's gone for ever !— 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha? 
What is thou ſay'ſt Her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low; an excellent thing in woman :;— 
I kill'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee. 
Kent. Tis true, my lords, he did. 
Lear. Did I not, fellow? | 
I have ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion + 
I would have made them ſkip: I am old now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are none o' the beſt :—1'll tell you ſtraight. 
Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, 

One of them we behold. 
This is a dull fight : Are you not Kent ? 
be fame ; your ſervant, t: 
ere1s your ſervant Caius ? 
Lear. He's a Fass fellow. I can tell you that: 
He'll ſtrike, and quickly too: He's dead and rotten. 
Kent. No, m good lord; I am the very man ;j— 
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Kent, That, from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your ſad ſteps, | 
Lear, You are welcome hither. | 
Kent. Nor no man elſe ; all's cheerleſs, dark, and | 
| deadly. WY" . 
Your eldeſt daughters have fore-doom'd themſelves, , 
And deſperately are dead, | Fe | 
Lear. Ay, ſo I think, 1 | 
Alb. He knows not what he ſays ; and vain it is, | 
That we preſent us to him. 
Edg. Very bootleſs. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me/. Edmund is dead, my Jord. | 
Alb. That's but a trifle here, — | 
You lords, and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall beapply'd ; For us, we will reſign, 
During the life of this old majeſty, ' | 
To him our abſolute power :---You, to your rights; | 
With boot, and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited:---All friends ſhall taſte | 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes | | 
The cup of their deſervings.---O, ſee, ſee ! DI 
Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life. 
Why ſhould a dog, a horſe, a rat have life, 
And thou no breath at all? O, thou wilt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! | 
Pray you, undo this button: Thank you, fir,--- 
Do * ſee this? Look on her, look on her lips. | 
Look there, look there !--- [He dies. 
Eqdg. He faints !---My lord, my lord. 
Kent. Break heart; I pr'ythee, break! 
Edg. Look up, my lord. Ra: OE 
Kent, * not his ghoſt : O, let him paſs! he hates 
him; . _—, 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
\ Stretch him out longer. 
ag. O, he is gone, indeed, N 5 
Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long: 
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He but uſurp'd his life. | n 

Alb. Bear them from hence. Our preſent buſineſs 
Is general woe. Friends of my ſoul, you twain 

| 933 [76 Kent and Edgar. / 
| Rule in this realm, and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtain, 
| Kent, I havea journey, fir, ſhortly to go; 

My maſter calls, and I muſt not ſay, no. 

| Alb. The weight of this ſad time we muſt obey ; 


Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay. 
he oldeſt hath borne moſt : we that are young, 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. EN 
 [Exeunt, with a dead march. 


* 


NOTE. 


The tragedy of Lear is deſervedly celebrated among the dramas of 
Shakeſpeare, There is perhaps no play which keeps the attention ſo, 
— fixed: which ſo — 1 agitates our paſſions, and intereſts our 
curioſity. The artful involutions of diſtinct intereſts, the ſtriki 
oppoſition of contrary. characters, the ſudden changes of fortune, an 
| the quick ſucceſſion of events, fill the mind with a perpetual tumult 

of indignation, pity, and hope. There is no ſcene which does not 
contribute to the aggravation of the diſtreſs or conduct of the action, 
and ſcarce a line which does not-conduce to the progreſs of the ſcene. 
So powerful, is the current of the poet's. imagination, that the mind, 
which once ven within it, is 1 along. 

* On the ſeeming improbability of Lear's cond it may be ob- 
ſerved, that he is repreſented according to hiſtories at that time vul- 
garly received as true. And perhaps, if we turn our thoughts upon 
the barbarity and ignorance of the age to which this ſtory is refer- 
red, it. will appearnot ſounlikely as while we eſtimate Lear's man-. 
ners by our own. Such preference of one daughter to, another, or 
refignatian of dominion on ſuch conditions, would be yet credible, 
if told of a prince of Guinea or Madagaſcar. Shakeſpeare, 
inge dy the mention of his earls and dukes, has given us the idea 

. > 1 wart more civilized, and of life regulated by ſofter manners ; and 

2 uth is, that though he ſo nicely diſcriminates, and ſo mi- 

-nutely deſcribes the characters of men, he commonly neglects and 

confounds the characters of ages, by mingling cuſtoms ancient and 

modern, Engliſh and —_— 
My learned friend, Mr. Warton, who has m the Adventurer very { 

minutely criticiſed this play, remarks, that the inſtances of cruelty 

are too 55 e and an wed and that the intervention of Edmund 

deſtroys thelimplicity of the ſtory. Theſe objections may, I think, 
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be anſwered, at 3 4 
hiftorical BA, fo which the poet has added little, having only drawn 
it into a ſeries by dialogue and action. But I am not able to apolo- 
give with - plauſibility for the extruſion of Gloſter's eyes, which 
— an too horrid to be endured in dramatict exhibition, and 
ſuch as muſt always compel the mind to relieve its diſtreſs by inere- 
dulity. Yet let it be remembered that our author well knew what 
would the audience for which he wrote, 

The injury done by Edmund to the ſimplicity of the action is 
abundantly recompented by the addition of variety: by the art with 
which he is made to co-operate with the chief deſign, and the op · 
portunity which he gives the poet of combining perfidy with — 
and connecting the wicked ſon with the wicked daughters, to ini- 
preſs this important moral, that villainy is never at a ſtop, that 
crimes lead to crimes, and at laſt terminate in ruin. | 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shakeſpeare has 
ſuffered the virtue of Cordelia to periſh in a juſt cauſe, contrary ts 
the natural ideas of juſtice, to the hope of the reader, and, what is 
yet more ſtrange, to the faith of chronicles. Yet this conduct is 
Juſtified by The Spectator, who blames Tate for giving Cordelia 
ſucceſs and happineſs in his alteration, and declares, that, in his 
opinion, the tragedy has loſt half its beauty. Dennis has remack 
whether juſtly or not, that, to ſecure the favourable reception o 
Cato, the town was poiſoned with much falſe and abominable cri- 
*ticiſm, and that endeavours had been uſed to diſcredit and decry 
poetical juſtice, A play in which the wicked proſper, and the vir- 
tuous miſcarry, may doubtleſs be good, becauſe it is a juſt repreſen- 
tation of the common events of human life: but ſince all reaſonable 
beings naturally love juſtice, I cannot eaſily be perſuaded, that the 
obſervation of juſtice makes a play worſe ; or, that if other excel- 
lencies arc equal, the audience will not always riſe better pleaſed 
from the final triumph of perſecuted virtue. 

In the preſent caſe the public has decided Cordelia, from the time 
of Tate, has always retired with victory and felicity. And, if my 
ſenſations could add any thing to the general ſuffrage, I might re- 
late, I was many years ago ſo ſhocked by Corgelia's death, that! 
knew not whether I ever endured to read again the laſt ſcenes of the 
play till I undertook to res ile them as an editor. 

There is another controverſy among the criticks concerning this 
play. Ir is diſputed whether the preduminant — in Lear's diſ- 
ordered mind be the loſs of his kingdom or the crueſty of his daugh- 
ters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critick, has evinced by induc- 
tion of particular paſſages, that the cruelty of his daughters is the 
primary ſource of Nis diſtreſs, and that the loſs of royalty affects him 
only as a ſecondary and ſubordinate evil. He obſerves with great 
juſtneſs, that Lear would move our compaſſion but little, did we 
not rather conſider the injured father than the degraded King 

The ftory of this plays except the epiſode of Edmund, MH i 
derived, I think, from Sidney. is taken originally from Gef ot 


Monmouth, whom "Holingſhed generally copied; but perhaps im- 


mediately from an old hiſtorical ballad. 4 reaſon for believing 
that the play was poſterior to the ballad, rather than the b illad to 


the play, is, that the ballad has nothing of Shakeſpeare's nocturnal 
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tempeſt, which is too firiking to have been omitted, and that it 
follows the chronicle: it has the rudiments of the play, but none 
of its amplifications : it firſt hinted Lear's — but did not 
array it-in circumſtances; The writer of the ballad added ſomething 
to the hiſtory, which is a proof that he would have added more, if 
more had occurred to his mind, and more muſt have occurred if he 


lad ſeen Shakeſyeare, 
Johnſon, 
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